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“With all my imperfections on my head: 
O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible!’ 


INFERNO. 


INFERNO. 


CANTO I. 


The Proem—The Lost Path—The Wrong Road—The 
Safe Guide. 


OW half way through the journey of our life, 
R= a dark wood I to myself came back; 
For lost had I the path of uprightness. 
And ah! how hard a thing it is to tell 
How savage, rough and dense that forest was, 
Whereof the very thought renews the dread ; 
So bitter ’tis that death is hardly more; 
But to set forth the good that I found there, 
I'll tell what other things I there beheld. 
I cannot well recall how I got in, 
So sunk was I in sleep the moment when 
I at the first abandoned the true way. 
But when I’d reached the bottom of a hill, 
The point where to an end that valley came, 
Which had with terror pierced me to the heart, 
Upward I looked, and saw its shoulders now 
Clothed with the garment of that planet’s rays, 
Which guideth others straight on every road. 








CANTO I. 


To whom if after thou would fain ascend, 

A soul there’ll be, worthier than I for that; 
With her I’ll leave thee, when I go away; 

For He, who reigns the King of Kings on high, 
Because I was rebellious ’gainst His laws, 
Wills not that I should to His city come. 

He governs everywhere, and there He reigns. 
There His own City, there His lofty Throne: 
Happy the man, elected there to dwell!” 

And I to him: “ Poet, I thee entreat 
In name of Him thou knewest not as God, 
That I may fly this and the worser ill, 

Conduct me whither thou but now didst say, 
That thus St. Peter’s gate I may behold, 

And those thou showest in such woeful case.” 

Then he moved on, and I behind him kept. 
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Such I became from my faintheartedness ; 
And courage such coursed up within my breast, 
That I, as one enfranchised, began : 
‘O full of pity she, who succoured me; 
And courteous thou in prompt obedience 
To the true words that she addressed to thee! 
Thou hast inspired my heart with such desire 
To go with thee by force of thine appeal, 
That to my first resolve am I returned. 
On then: for one sole will impels us both; 
Thou art my guide, my lord, my master, thou.’ 
Such were my words to him, aud as he moved, 
I entered on the deep and savage road. 


> 














CANTO III I5 


And so, if Charon chafe about thee now, 
What his words mean, thou well canst understand.” 
As ended thus his words, the dusky plain 
Trembled so fiercely, that its terrors still 
In memory bathe me in a stream of sweat: 
The land of tears exhaled a blast of wind, 
Through which a vermeil light like lightning flashed, 
That all sensation overcame in me: 
To Earth I fell, as one surprized by sleep. 





























CANTO V. 


One day for pastime we together read 
Of Lancelot, how by love he was enthralled. 
We were alone without distrust of aught. 
The reading oft times caused us to exchange 
Glances that brought a flush upon the cheek; 
But one point only vanquished us at last. 
When we read how the lady’s longed-for smile 
By such a lover was with passion kissed, 
He, who from me shall ne’er be separate, 


Trembling the while, pressed on my lips a kiss. 


The book and writer were our Galahad. 
That day did we no further read in it.” 

‘The while one spirit thus her story told, 
The other sobbed aloud, so that in sympathy 
I swooned away, as if about to die; 

And down I fell, as a dead body falls. 
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CANTO VI. 29 


And each find then his own sad tomb again; 
Again resume his flesh and form, and hear 
‘The doom that echoes through eternity.” 

So passed we on with tardy step across 
The noisome medley of the ghosts and rain, 
Touching a little on the future life: 

Whereon I asked: “ Master, will punishments 
After the great Doom’s day for them increase, 
Or become less, or will they burn as now?” 

And he to me: “ Back to thy science go, 
Which rules that as a thing more perfect is, 
Greater with it the sense of joy or pain. 

And now although these folk, for ever cursed, 
To true perfection never can arrive, 

Nearer than here they then expect to be.” 

Onward we wheeled around that circling road, 
Speaking much more than I do now repeat: 
We reached the point where the descent begins: 

Here found we Plutus, the arch-enemy. 
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With their disciples of all sects, their tombs 

More laden much than thou could’st have supposed : 
Like here with like entombéd lie; and in 

The monuments the heat is less or more.” 

Then turning to the right hand on we passed 
Between the tortures and the lofty walls. 


CANTO X. 43 


CANTO X. 


The Sixth Circle—Heretics. 


Farinata degli Uberti—Cavalcante de Cavalcanti and the 
Emperor Frederick. | 


ice on his way along a secret path, 

Between the torments and the City wall 

My Master goes, I in his steps behind. 

‘: Virtue supreme, who round these godless paths 
Dost turn me,” I began, “speak as to thee 
It seemeth good, and satisfy my wish. 

The people, who are lying in these tombs, 
Might they be seen? The lids already now 
Are all upraised, and no one is on guard.” 

And he to me: “ All will be closed up fast, 
When from Jehoshaphat they here return, 
Bringing the bodies they have left up there. 

On this side in their cemet’ry are housed 
With Epicurus all his followers, 

Who with the body make the soul die too. 

‘Therefore the question that thou askest me, 
Shall here within be quickly satisfied, 

As the wish too whereon thou art silent. 

And I: “ My heart, dear Guide, nowise from thee 
I hide, except for brevity of speech; 

Whereto already hast thou me disposed.” 

“O Tuscan, who through this City of fire 
In modest parlance movest on alive, 

Thy pleasure be it at this place to halt. 

The accent of thy speech declares thee well 
Native of that most noble Fatherland, 











CANTO X. 


‘< And now take note; ” his finger then he raised: 


‘‘ When thou shalt stand in her sweet radiance, 
Unto whose lovely eye all things are clear, 
From her shalt thou learn thy life’s pilgrimage.” 

Towards the left anon he moved his foot; 
Quitting the wall we for the centre made 
Along a path, that to a valley strikes, 

Which far as to the heights sent up its stench. 
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CANTO XI. 51 


Offends God’s goodness, and untie this knot.” 
“< Philosophy,” he said, ‘ For him who hears, 

Shows, and not merely in one case alone, 

How Nature from Divine Intelligence 
Derives her course, and by Its art proceeds. 

And if thy Physics thou examine well, 

Thou'lt find, ere many pages thou has turned, 
That your art too follows, as best it can, 

Her art, as learner on the master waits, 

So that your art the grandchild is of God. 
From these two things, if to thy mind thou bring 

Some early words in Genesis, needs must 

Man work to live, and to advance his race. 
But as the usurer goes another way, 

Nature herself he scorns, and her handmaid, 

Because he sets his hope on something else. 
But forward, follow me, I fain would on: 

The Fishes quiver on the horizon line, 

And due Nor’ West now lies the Greater Bear, 
And far on yonder we descend the mount. 














56 INFERNO. 


The boiling flood grows shallower, even so,” 
The Centaur said, ‘I would that thou believe, 
That towards the other end with gradual fall 
The bottom sinks, until it settles down, 
Where it behoves that tyranny should mourn. 
God’ Justice there plagues with due recompence 
The Attila, who was on earth a scourge ; 
Pyrrhus and Sextus too; and evermore 
Drains off the tears, that boiling heat unlocks 
From Rinier of Corneto, and Rinier 
Named Pazzo, who on the highways waged such wars.” 
Then he turned back, and crossed the ford again. 
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It need not spread amazement o’er thy face.” 
And I again: ‘‘ Where Master then are found 

Lethe and Phlegethon ? silent on one, 

Thou say’st the other by this rain is formed.” 
‘With all thy questions truly am I pleased,” 

He said, ‘‘ But the red bubbling of the pool 

Should answer well that which thou makest now. 
Lethe thouw’lt see, but outside this abyss, 

There, where the souls repair to wash them clean, 

When sin repented of has been removed.” 
He added then: ‘‘’Tis time we turn aside 

Now from the grove; so follow me behind ; 

These causeways form our path, for they burn not, 
And over them extinguished is all fire. 


























CANTO XVI. OO 75 


So may they not be void of lasting fame, 

Through that obscure and heavy air I saw 
The figure of a swimmer upward rise ; 

A marvel even to a steadfast heart; 

Just as a man returns, who sometime dives 
Below to clear an anchor, which has caught 
A reef, or something hidden in the sea, 

With head erect, and feet well gathered up. 











CANTO XVII. 79 


Im. other straits, soon as I mounted now, 
Cla sped me within his arms, and held me up. 
‘IN’ ow Geryon,” said he, “forward, and move off; 
“IR y sweep be wide, and gentle thy descent ; 
‘Think what a strange load thou upon thee hast.” 
AS fron its mooring backs a little boat, 
Stem first, so he likewise got off from thence. 
But when he felt he now could make good play, 
To Where his breast was, twisted he his tail, 
hen thrust it out and worked it like an eel, 
And with his paws drew to himself the air. 
O greater fear, I deem, could that have been 
f Phaeton, when away he flung the reins, 
nd th’ heaven caught fire, as to this day is seen: 
©r when from off his back poor Icarus 
lt his wings fall, as melted the hot wax, 
Th ile cried his father: ‘Thou art going wrong,” 
20 was my own, when on all sides I found 
The air surround me, and all things visible 
SI anish from view, except the beast alone. 
Owly it swims, slowly it onward goes, 
€els and descends, but nought do I perceive, 
Ale that a wind drives upward on my face. 
“ady on my right I heard the pool 
aging beneath us with a horrid roar, 
Whereat with head outstretched I downward gazed. 
ith Sreater fear the precipice filled me: 
Or fires I saw and lamentations heard, 
And È in alarm more tightly gripped my seat. 
H then I saw, what I had not before, 
Ow we went down in curves, by the sad scenes, 
s at from alternate sides came into view. 
Alcon, which hath been long time on wing, 
Xd sees no bird nor lure of any kind, 


80 INFERNO. 


Makes falconer cry: ‘‘ Stooping already, Eh?” 
And weary drops, with many a hundred curves, 
At point, whence she had been so keen to start, 
And far from falconer ’lights, in sullenness, 
So at the bottom Geryon landed us, 
Close by the basement of the jagged rock, 
And having now discharged him of our load, 
As arrow from the string, he disappeared. 














CANTO XVIII. 85 


Of that bald-headed hussy and obscene, 

Who yonder rends herself with filthy nail, 

Now crouching down, and now on foot erect. 
Thais the harlot ’tis, who answer made 

Unto her lover, when he asked, ‘“ do I 

Great thanks deserve from thee ?” ‘“ Prodigious ay.” 
Herewith our visions may be satisfied.” 





CANTO XIX. 


As with things unctuous the flame is wont 
Only to flicker on the outer side, 
50 Was it there from heel to point of toe. 
0 Master, who is it tormented thus, 
lere writhing more than any of its mates,” 
Said I, “and whom a ruddier flame sucks dry ?” 
And heto me: “If willing that adown 
That bank, which easier slopes, I carry thee, 
Thowlt learn from him his story and his sins.” 
And I, “what pleaseth thee, to me is good; 
Thou art my lord, and know’st I ne’er depart 
From wish of thine; and know’st what I speak not.” 
Ther-&on upon the fourth rampart we came; 
en turned, and to the left went down far as 
he narrow bottom, which was drilled with holes. 
Nor of his hip did the good master me 
Et down, till we had reached the orifice 
ci O£ him, whose shank bespoke such agony. 
Wh oe'er thou art, thus standing upside down, 
a happy soul, fixed like a stake in th’ earth,” 
Tha us my address began, “If able, speak.” 
Thexe like the friar I stood, called in to shrive 
e treach’rous murderer, who, now fixèd down, 
== Us him once more, delay from death to gain. 
Ana he shrieked out: ‘ Already standing here? 
ready here, I say, O Boniface? 
SD many a year the book of fate’s belied. 
Art thou so soon contented with the pelf, 
“1 which thou didst not fear by fraud to wed 
Thy Lady Fair, and then dishonour her?” 
1 SSD og like those, who do not understand 
me answer made to them, and think themselves 
Bemocked and at a loss how to reply. 
.Y*@n Virgil said “‘ Tell him the truth at once: 
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There did he gently set his burthen down, 
Gently by reason of the rugged steep, 
Where e’en a goat had found the passage hard: 

Thence a broad valley opened to my view. 




















CANTO XXI. 


So me jutting rock, which may a screen afford ; 
md for offence that may to me occur, 
Be not alarmed; I understand it all; 
Im such a scuffle have I been before.” 

O er the bridge head then went he on his way; 
And when upon the sixth bank he arrived, 
Need had he then a steadfast front to show. 

With all the fury and the storm of rage 
With which dogs rush upon a beggarman, 
Who, as he halts, begins his tale of want, 
So rushed they from beneath the little bridge, 
And turned against him all their grappling hooks; 
But shouted he: “ Let none be mischievous ; 
Tè with your hooks ye make attack on me, 
Let one of you advance to hear my words, 
And then advise ye how ye use your forks.” 
They all cried out: “ Tailstinger, now go thou: ” 
Whereon one moved ; steady the rest remained; 
Said he, as he came up: “ What use is this” ? 
“Tailstinger, dost thou think thou’dst me see here 
Irived, “said then my master,” thus far safe, 
Despite the violence of your rude attacks, 
Save by the Will Divine and favouring fate? 
OF mme make way; in heaven ’tis willed that I 
0 1d to another show this savage road.” 
Then îx1 his pride was he crest-fallen so, 
at to his feet forthwith down dropped his prong; 
d to the rest he said: “ No blows just yet.” 
To me my Guide called out: ‘‘Thou, who dost sit, 
Crow ching amid the juttings of the bridge, 
9Ooin me now in full security.” 
At once I rose and quickly came to him, 
And in a line the devils all advanced, 
50 that I feared they would the compact break. 
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CANTO XXI. 99 


Said I, “ O without escort let us go, 
For I ask none, if thou but know the way. 
If thou art now quick to observe as erst, 
Dost thou not see them grimly grind their teeth, 
And threaten with their frowns our injury.” 
And he to me: “I would not have thee fear: 
Leave them to grind their teeth, as pleaseth them; 
Such signs they mean for wretches boiling there.” 
Along the dyke to left they wheeled about, 
But first each one, with tongue squeezed tight between 
The teeth, thus to his Leader gave a sign, 
And from the rear with trumpet he replied. 
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“ Stand off,” he said, “long as he’s in my grip; ” 
And to my Master he then turned his face: 
“ Ask him again,” he said, “if more thou’dst lean 
Before another gives him his dispatch.” 
The Leader then: ‘‘ Among thy fellows here 
In guilt know’st thou if any Latin be 
Beneath the pitch?” And he: “ But now I left 
One, who erewhile was living near those parts. 
And would I were with him well covered up, 
So should I fear neither their hooks nor claws!” 
And Gorymoor: ‘Too long have we been kept,” 
He said, and with a prong he caught his arm, 
And tore it so, he carried off a slice. 
And Dragonsnout wished too to give a tweak 
Down on the legs, but the decurion 
With angry glance turned round upon them all: 
And when they had somewhat been pacified, 
From him, who still was looking at his gash, 
My Leader promptly asked without delay: 
‘Who was the man, whom in an evil hour 
Thou say’st thou left to land thee on this shore?” 
And answered he: ‘“ Brother Gomita ’twas, 
He of Gallura, vessel of all fraud, 
Who Rept. his master’s enemies in hand, 
And so dealt with them that they bless him all. 
He took their coin, and let them slip avigy, 
Such his expression, and in other way: 
He was no petty jobber, but a prince. 
Michael Zanche, of Logodoro lord, 
Is his companion, and their tongues ne’er th 
While of Sardinia they together talk. 
Ah me! see there another grinds his teeth: 
More would I say, but fear me now that he 
His preparation makes to scratch my skin.” 


























CANTO XXIV. III 


“ I,ay hold of yonder next,” he said; ‘‘ but first 
Make trial if it can support thy weight.” 
No road was this for any clad in cope; 
For scarce could we, light as he was. and I 
Pushed upward, make from point to point our way. 
And had not here the slope of this precinct 
Been shorter much than on the other side, 
I say not he, but I had been o’ercome. 
But as Sinpouches with continuous slope 
Sinks to the entrance of the lowest pit, 
. Each hollow in position is so placed, 
That one bank rises and the other falls. 
At length we reached the summit at the point, 
From which the last stone had been broken off. 
Y breath from out my lungs was so drained off, 
en I was up, no farther could I go, 
. But rather on arrival sat me down. 
Now must thou needs throw off all slothfulness,” 
“1d then the Master; “on a bed of down, 
t under coverlets, no man wins fame; 
Houten which whoso doth spend his life, 
2Ves of himself on earth such trace behind, 
S smoke in air, and on the water foam. 
Q raise thee to thy feet; surmount fatigue 
1th spirit such as every battle wins, 
Alo 1t succumb not to the weight of flesh. 
O ger ladder thine ascent awaits: 
Or is’t sufficient to escape from this. 
The” meaning if thou catch, use it for good.” 
NX arose in form as if equipped 
Ww; quipp 
ce th stock of breath that I by no means felt; 
Up ro on,” I said; ‘‘ I’m stout and resolute.” 
O er the reef we set forth on our way, 
ich rugged was, narrow and difficult, 
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CANTO XXVI. 


Ishould have gladdened my Penelope, 
_ Cold overbear in me the ardent wish 
ad to make experience of the world, 
And all the vice and virtue of mankind ; 
But to the depths of open sea myself 
I trusted in one single ship with that 
Small crew, that never had deserted me. 
The coast on either side as far as Spain, 
Morocco, and Sardinia’s isle I saw, 
And all the rest which that sea washes round. 
My comrades now and I were stiff and old, 


When to that narrow strait we came, where stand 


The landmarks, which by Hercules were fixed, 

That man no farther should presume to pass. 
On my right hand I left Seville, and had 
Already on the other Ceuta passed. 


‘‘ Brothers, who through a hundred thousand risks,” 


I said to them, ‘‘ have reached the western main, 
For such brief span as still remains to you 
To try your senses’ vigilance, grudge not 
A hearty will to make behind the sun 
Acquaintance with the lands untrod by man. 
Consider now the stock from whence ye spring: 
Ye were not made to live the brute beasts’ lives, 
But knowledge to pursue and valour’s fame.” 
So keen I made my comrades to push on 
A farther voyage by this brief appeal, 
That scarce could I have after held them back. 
And with stern set against the morning sun, 
We made our oars the wings of our fools’ flight, 
Always advancing with the helm to port. 
The stars already of the other pole 
At night I saw; our own was sunk so low, 
It rose no more above the ocean floor. 
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Five times enkindled, and as oft extinct 
Had been the light shed from beneath the moon, 
Since we had entered on our arduous course; 

When darkly to our view in distance far 
A mountain rose, that seemed to me so high, 
Methought the like I never had beheld. 

Great was the joy; a joy soon turned to grief: 
From the new land a hurricane burst forth, 
And smote upon the fore part of our ship. 

Three times the swirl of water whirled her round; 
The fourth on high raised up the poop in air, 
Down went the prow, such was Another’s Will, 

Until above us all the sea closed in.” 














CANTO XXVII. 129 


So as thou seest, here for ever lost, 

And clothèd thus I wander in remorse.” 
When he his story had completed thus, 

The flame moved off with shrieks of agony, 

Writhing and tossing up its pointed horn. 
Onward we passed, my Guide and I along 

The reef, up to the other arch which spans 

The fosse, where forfeit next is paid by such 
As sow discord, and house a load of guilt. 
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. Between his legs hung his intestines down, 

Exposed the liver and the dismal bag, 

. Which what is swallowed turns to excrement. 

While on the sight of him I stand engaged, 

He looked at me, and open tore his breast 

-- With his own hands; ‘ See how I rend myself,” 

* He said: ‘See Mahomet dismembered thus. 

Before me Ali goes his way in tears, 
His visage from the chin to forelock cleft. 

And all the others that thou seest here 
Sowers of scandal and schismatics were 
In life, and therefore now are thus split up. 

A devil here behind this schism makes 
In us, remitting to the cruel edge 
Of his sharp sword each one of this our band, 

Oft as the dismal circuit we complete, 

By reason that the wounds have healèd up, 
Before we pass again in front of him. 

But who art thou there pensive on the rock, 
Perhaps awhile the sentence to delay, 
Adjudged upon thine own acknowledgement ?”’ 

“Death hath not reached him yet, nor him doth guilt 
Bring here to torment,” so my Master said; 

‘“ But to give him a full experience, 

To me, who now am dead, appointed ’tis 


From round to round to lead him here through hell: 


And this is true, as that I speak to thee.” 
More were there than a hundred, who upon 
Such words paused in the moat to gaze at me, 
Forgetting torture in astonishment. 
“Thou, who perchance ere long wilt see the sun, 
Bid Fra Dolcino, if he would not soon 
Follow me hither, to provide himself 
With store of victual, lest the stress of snow 
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And when he stood erect below the bridge, 
He lifted high his arm, with it the head, 
Nearer to bring its utterance to us, 

Which was: ‘See now this grievous penalty, 
Thou, who, yet breathing, visitest the dead; 
See if there be any as great as this. 

And that thou mayst bear news of me above, 
Know that Bertram dal Bormio am I. 

Who to the young king did ill counsel give. 

Father and son rebels to each I made: 
Ahitophel by base suggestions ne’er 
To Absalom and David wrought worse ill. 

Because I severed men so near allied, 

My brain I carry, severed ah! from its 
Initial root, planted within this trunk; 
Lex Talionis thus in me observed.” 
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CANTO XXIX. 


Eighth Circle—Ninth Crevasse — Disseminators of Discord — 
Geri del Bello—Tenth Crevasse—Forgers of every kind — 
Alchemists—Griffolino and Capocchio. 


HOSE many people and their diverse wounds 
Had made mine eyes so drunken with their tears, 
That all their wish was to stay there and weep. 
But Virgil said: “Why gazing still? 
Thy vision why thus resting here, upon 
These mutilated ghosts in gloom below? 

Not such thine action in the pits we’ve passed. 
Think if thou hope to count them all, that yet 
This valley winds for two and twenty miles; 

And ’neath our feet already is the moon; 

Short now the time that is alloted us, 
And more there is to see than what thou seest.” 

“ If thou had turned,” such was my prompt reply, 

‘: Thy thought unto the cause, that fixed my gaze, 

Thou had’st perchance a longer stay allowed.” 
My Leader was already moving on, 

And I behind him walked, as I replied, 

Adding withal: ‘‘In yonder den, on which 
I kept mine eyes in such attention fixed, 

I think a spirit of my own kin weeps 

The sin, which there below costs him so dear.” 

Then said the Master: “ Let not now thy thoughts 
Henceforth be harassed any more by him: 
Elsewhere give heed, and let him there remain ; 

For at the foot of the small bridge I saw 
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His finger mark thee with fierce menaces, 
And Geri del Bello I heard him called. 

Thou at the moment wast so deep engaged 
With him, who once did Altaforte hold, 

Thou didst not look that way; so on he passed.” 

‘O Leader mine, the outrage of his death, 

Still unavenged,” said I, ‘‘ by anyone, 
Who is, as kinsman, partner in his shame, 

Made him disdain me; wherefore he withdrew 
Without a word to me; as I suppose ; 

And so has made me pity him the more.” 

Such our discourse up to the point first reached, 
Which from the rock commands the next crevasse 
To bottom quite, if fuller light there were. 

When ’bove the cloister now we stood, which is 
Of Sinpouches the last, so that within 
Our ken its lay brethren were visible, 

Divers laments like arrows pierced me through 
With winged shafts, that came with pity barbed, 
Such that with both mine hands I stopped my ears. 

If ’twixt July and September from forth 
The hospitals of Valdichiana, and 
Maremma and Sardinia, all the sick 

Were in one ditch together laid, what pain 
Were there, such was it here ; and stench came up, 
Such as from gangrened limbs is wont to rise. 

Downward we passed over the final ridge 
Of the long cliff, yet always to the left; 

And clearer then became my vision down 

Towards the bottom, where the minister 
Of the High Lord, Justice infallible, 

Visits the forgers, here enregister’d. 

I trow it was no sorrier sight to see 

The people of Egina, all plague struck, 
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When the whole air so reeked with pestilence, 
‘That living things down to the little worm 

All dropped; and the old race was afterward, 

As sing the Poets in full confidence, 

Anew created from the seed of ants, 

‘Than ’twas to see through that lugubrious vale 
The spirits wasting in their several heaps. 

One on the other lay, on belly one, 

One on his neighbour’s back, while yet a third 
Upon all fours dragged on his dismal way. 

On went we step by step, without a word, 
Watching and listening to the sick, who were 
Unable quite to lift their bodies up. 

Two I beheld, seated, and leaning each 
’Gainst each, like plates set down before the fire, 
From head to foot spotted with noisome scab. 

And never saw I curry-comb so plied 
By groom, awaited by impatient lord, 

Or ’gainst his will detained from longed for bed, 

As each upon himself plied oft the scrape 
Of nail in fury at the maddening itch, 

For which by other means was no relief. 

So from the skin the nails scraped down the scabs, 
As a knife scrapes the scales of a great carp, 
Or from a fish of a yet coarser grain. 

“ O thou, whose fingers thus dismantle thee,” 
My Guide to one of them began to say, 

‘* And who to pincers turnest them at times, 

Tell us if any Latian be of these 
Enclosed herein, so may thy nail be found 
Sufficient through all ages for such toil.” 

«“ Latians are we, whom wasted thus thou seest, 
Here both of us,” so one replied in tears. 

‘‘ But who art thou, that askest this of us?” 
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Luxurious use of clove-pink flavour from 
‘The garden, where its seed unbidden springs; 
Except the club too, where his vineyard and 
Broad forests Caccia d’Asciano lost, 
And the Abbagliato flashed his wit. 
But that thou know who seconds thee against 
The Sienese, sharpen thine eye on me, 
So that my face may give a true response, 
And thou wilt see I am Capocchio’s ghost, 
Whose alchemy the metals falsified ; 
And if mine eye tell true, thou must recall, 
How good an ape I was of Nature’s work. 
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CANTO XXX. 


Eighth Circle—Tenth Crevasse—Falsifiers of every7 Aina 
Personators—Gianni Schicchi—Mirra— Three Co#920- 
Master Adam—Four Liars. 


HAT time that Juno ’gainst the Theban race 
In fury raged, because of Semele, 
As she at divers times made manifest, 
In frenzy Athamas became so mad, 
That seeing once his wife pass by in charge 
Of their two boys, one in her either hand, 
He shrieked: ‘ Spread we the nets that I may cate » 
The lioness and cubs, as they pass out ;” 
And then stretched-forth his unrelenting claws, 
And seizing one, Learchus was his name, 
He whirled him round, and dashed him on a ston &’ 
And with her other charge she drowned herself: 
And when the wheel of Fortune overturned 
The vaulting loftiness of Trojan pride, 
And king and kingdom in one ruin fell, 
Sad Hecuba, a wretched captive now, 
After she saw Polyxena was dead, 
And broken hearted on the sea-shore had 
Made the discovery of her Polydore, 
In stress of hapless fate barked like a dog, 
Her grief had so her reason overborne. 
But not in Thebes nor Troy were furies seen 
At any time on anything so fierce 
In torturing beasts, not to say limbs of men, 
As in two ghosts I saw, naked and wan, 
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Said he to us, “look well, and give good heed 
To Master Adam in his misery: 
Plenty in life had I of all I wished ; 
And ah! one drop of water now I crave, 
The rivulets, that from the verdant hills 
Of Casentino to the Arno run, 
Making their channels ever cool and moist, 
Before me ever stand; and not in vain ; 
For greater thirst their image doth excite, 
Than the disease which wastes my cheeks away. 
And thus stern Justice, which torments me here, 
Finds in the place, wherein I sinned, a means 
To force these sighs of mine in swifter flight. 
There stands Romena, where in counterfeit 
I coined the money with the Baptist’s stamp, 
For which I left my body at the stake. 
But might I see the wretched soul of Guy, 
Or Alexander, or their brother here, 
For Branda’s fount I’d not forego the sight. 
Already one is here within, if those 
Fierce Ghosts, that ever make the round, speak tr 
But with my pinioned limbs what boots me this? 
If I were only now so light of foot, 
That in a hundred years I could one inch 
Advance, e’en now were I upon his track, 
In search of him through all this loathsome brood, 
With its full circuit of eleven miles, 
Nor less in breadth than half a mile across. 
Through them I’m here amid this company: 
"Twas they persuaded me to stamp florins, 
That did three carats of alloy contain.” 
And I to him: *“ Who are the abject pair, 
‘That steam like moist hand on a winter’s day, 
Lying together, near thee on the right?” 
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CANTO XXXI. 











Descent into the Ninth Circle The Giants around the Well 
Nimrod—Ephialtes—Anteus. 


That both my cheeks with blushes it suffused, 
And then again the medicine supplied. 
Thus do I hear it said Achilles’ spear, 
His father’s heirloom, had the power to give 
At first a grievous, then a gracious boon. 
Our backs we turned on the great vale of woe, 
Up o’er the bank that girdles it about, 
And made our way across without a word. 
Here it was less than night, and less than day, 
So that my vision reached short way ahead ; 
But the loud winding of a horn I heard, 
Such as had made thunder itself seem faint ; 
And to one point it drew my straining eyes, 
As counter to it, they traced back its course. 
No blast so terrible Orlando blew, 
After the dolorous rout upon that day 
When Great Charles lost his holy warrior band. 
Thither had I a short while turned my head, 
When many lofty towers I seemed to see: 
Then I: ‘ What city, Master say, is this?” 
And he to me: “ In that thy sight runs on 
Through dimness from a distance too remote, 
It happens that thy fancy goes astray. 
Well wilt thou see, if thither thou arrive, 
How much the sense by distance is deceived : 
Wherefore push on somewhat more briskly now.” 


QO: and self same tongue first stung me so 











So spake the Master, and the other prompt 
Put forth the hands, of which once Hercules 
Whee the tight grip, and in them took my Guide. 
When Virgil felt himself thus held, to me 
He said: “Come near that I take hold of thee,” 
And made me then one bundle with himself. 
E’en as the Carisend appears to one 
Who stands beneath her slope, when clouds pass o’er 
From quarter opposite to her incline, 
Such did Antceus seem to me, who stood 
Watching him stoop, and for the nonce 
I could have wished to go some other way. 
But gently in the depth, that swallows up 
Judas and Lucifer, he set us down; 
Nor long did he remain thus bending low, 
But like a ship’s mast rose again upright. 
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CANTO XXXII. 


Ninth Circle — Traitors and Betrayers of Trust. 
First Round—Caina. 


Traitors to Kinsmen—Conti di Mangona—Camicion dé Pass 


Second Round—Antenora—Betrayers of their Country 
Bocca degli Abati— 


Buoso da Duera— Ugolino. 


F rhymes I had as strident and as harsh, 

1 As would befit the dismal vault on which, 

The weight of all the other rocks collects, 

The juices of my thoughts I would express 
More fully still, but since I have them not, 

Not without fear I bring myself to speak. 

For to describe the whole world’s lowest depth 
Is no emprize to undertake in sport, 

Nor with a tongue that “ Daddy, Mammy”? lisps. 

But may those Ladies now assist my verse 
That helped Amphion raise round Thebes her walls; 
So shall my story to its facts respond. 

Ah, misbegotten race, beyond all else, 

Fixed in the place whereof to speak is hard, 
Better had ye on earth been sheep or goats. 

When in the darksome pit below we stood 
Beneath the Giants’ feet much lower down, 

And I still gazing at the lofty wall, 

A voice I heard: ‘Take care, how here thou pass; 
Move so, that with thy feet thou tread not on 
The heads worn out in brotherhood of woe.”’ 

Whereon I turned and saw in front of me 
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And underfoot a lake, which, frozen hard, 
In glass, not water, had its counterpart. 
So thick a covering ne’er upon its stream 
In winter time did Austrian Danube form, 
Nor Tanais yonder ’neath the frozen zone, 
As there was seen ; for e’en had Tambernich, 
Or Pietrapana fallen upon it, 
At the mere edge it had not made a crack. 
And as the frog its station takes to croak 
With snout outside the water, when ofttimes 
‘The housewife dreams of gleaning in the fields, 
Livid as far as where the blush of shame | 
Appears, were moaning ghosts within the ice, 


While their teeth chattered like the bills of cranes. 


The countenance of each was downward held; 
Of cold the mouth, of sadder heart the eyes 
With all are forward to give evidence. — 
When from a rapid glance around, I turned 
Down to my feet two did I see so locked, 
The hair upon their heads was intermixed. 
“Tell me, O ye with breasts thus close conjoined, 
Who are ye?” said I: they bent back their necks ; 
And when their faces were towards me raised, 
Their eyes, till then moistened alone within, 
Welled over through the lids, and frost congealed 
The tears betwixt, and locked them up again. 
Never did clamp two beams together bind 
In grip so tight; and then, as might two rams, 
They butted one the other, in fierce rage. 
And one, who was bereft of both his ears, 
Frost bitten, said (he too with face bowed low) 
“ Why dost thou closely thus examine us? 
If’t be thy wish to know who these two are, 
The valley, whence Bisenzio floweth down, 
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CANTO XXXIII. 


Ninth Circle—Betrayers of Confidence—Second Round— 
Antenora. 


_ _ Betrayers of Country—Death of Count Ugolin—Third 
Round—T olomea— Betrayers of Comrades—Frate Alberigo 
and Branca d’ Orio. 


q HAT sinner from his gruesome meal raised up 
His mouth, and wiped it on the hair of him, 


Whose head he had behind to pieces torn. 
Then he began : “ Thou wouldst that I revive 
The desperate grief, that in mere thought alone 
Crusheth my heart, ere I its story tell. 
tt if my words, as seeds, bear fruit of shame 
Unto the traitor on whose bones I feed, 
Thou then wilt see me speak and weep at once. 
NnOw not who thou art, nor by what means 
Thou cam’st down here, but Florentine in truth 
O me thou seemest, as I hear thee speak. 
thou must know I was Count Ugolin, 
And Ruggieri, the Archbishop, this ; 
That © why to him a neighbour such T’1l tell. 
as the outcome of his ill designs, 
While fully trusting him, in prison I 
But as cast, and murdered there, no need to say. 
Still, what thou as yet canst not have heard, 
Nd that is, how malignant was my death, 
An Ou shalt hear now, and know if he wronged me. 
Arrow slit within that walled cage, 
ich after me is called Starvation Tower, 
And in which others must be yet shut up, 
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Not downward bent, but all thrown on their be=sss* 

Weeping with them allows them not to weep, 
And grief which finds a block upon the eyes, 
Turns inly to increase their agony. 

For in hard clusters first their tears collect, 
And, as in visors of clear crystal, thus 
Fill up the hollows underneath the brow. 

And now although by reason of the cold 
All my sensations, as if callous grown, 

Had from their station in my face withdrawn, 

Me thought already that I felt a breeze. 
Whereon I said: ‘‘ Master, who stirreth this? 
Is not all vapour quite exhausted here ? ” 

And he to me: “ Right soon wilt thou arrive, 
Where to thy question shall thine eyes reply, 
Seeing the cause that pours this current down. 7 ” 

And from the wretches in the frozen crust 
Cried one to us: ‘ O souls, so cruel that 
To you this lowest post hath been adjudged, 

Lift from mine eyes the hardness of these veils, 
So that awhile I may discharge the pain 
Which swells my heart, ere freeze my tears agai ®* 

Wherefore I said: ‘‘ If thou would have mine aid 
Say who thou art, and if I ease thee not, 

To bottom of the ice ’twere fit I sink.” 

He answered then: ‘‘ Fra Alberigo I; 

Fruit of sin’s orchard here am I, as one 
Who for a fig with date am recompensed.”’ 

“Oh,” said I, “art thou then already dead ?”’ 
And he to me: ‘ How fares my body in 
The world above, no knowledge I possess. 

Such privilege this Tolomea hath, 

That oftentimes a soul will drop down here, 
Ere by the push of Atropos impelled. 





160 INFERNO. 


CANTO XXXIV. 


Ninth Circle—Betrayers of Confidence—Fourth RT 2%; 
Giudecca. 


Traitors to Benefactors—Lucifer—The Mouths of TC 2240) 
Lese-Majestt—Judas Iscariot—Brutus—Cassius——' 1m 
the Centre of the Universe to the Southern Hemis gf? 


66 EXILLA regis prodeunt inferni 


Toward us,” the Master said, “so forwaa a 4 tun 
Thy looks, and see if thou discernest hi 11” 

As when the breath of mist is thickly spread, 

Or in our hemisphere when night draws on, 

A mill appears far off, turned by the wind, 
Such structure then me thought came into view, 

Whereon by rush of wind I backward shrank 

Behind my Guide, no other shelter there. 
Already I, (with fear I write the verse) 

Stood where the ghosts were wholly covered 0? =" 

Transparent in the ice like straws in glass. 
Some lie full length, others stand up erect; 

This on its head, and that upon its feet; 

A third its face bows archwise to the toes. 
When we had made advance so far, that now 

It pleased my Master to point out to me 

The being, who had once been beauty’s type, 
From front of me he stepped, and bade me halt: 

‘“See here is Dis,” he said; “the place behold, 

Where thou need’st arm thyself with fortitude.” 
How icy cold I grew, and faint in speech, 

Ask not, O Reader; this I cannot write; 

For language would be all inadequate. 














164 INFERNO. 


A place there is below, from Beelzebub 
Removed as far as depth of his own tomb, 
Which not by sight is known, but by the sound 
Of a small rivulet, that hither falls 
Through cleft in rock which it has worn away, 
As on its course it winds in gentle slope. 
My Guide and I upon that hidden path 
Entered, to reach the world of light again; 
And without thought of taking any rest, 
We climbed, he first, and after him myself, 
Until through a round aperture I saw 
Some of those beauteous things that heaven bears on, 
And thence came forth once more to see the stars. 





PURGATORIO. 





170 PURGATORIO. 


The beauteous planet that invites to love 
Filled the wide orient with her radiant smiles, 
Veiling the Fishes in her escort train. 

I to the right hand turned, and fixed my thoughts 
Upon the other pole, and saw four stars, 

Ne’er seen before save by the primal pair. 

Their flamelets seemed to make the heavens rejoice; 
Widowed art thou, O region of the north, 

In that of sight of these thou art deprived. 

When from regarding them I had withdrawn, 
Turning a little toward the other pole, 

Whence had the Wain already disappeared, 

Near me I saw an old man all alone, 

Worthy in aspect of a reverence such, 
That ne’er did son more to a father owe. 

A flowing beard he wore, commingled with . 
White hairs, like to the locks upon his head, 
Which on his breast fell down in twofold strand. 

The rays that beamed from the four holy stars 
Adorned his face with such a glow of light, 
That as the sun before me he appeared. 

“Who may ye be, that up the darkling stream 
Have from the eternal prison made escape ? ”’ 
Waving those honourable locks, he said : 

‘“Who was your guide? or who your lantern here, 
Emerging from the depth of night profound, 
That blackens hell’s dark valley evermore? 

Thus broken are the laws of the abyss? 

Or is there change in heaven of counsel new, 
That to my caves though damnèd, ye repair ?” 

My leader twitched me by the garment then, 

And with his words, and hands, and other signs 
Made me do reverence both with knee and brow, 
And answering, said: ‘‘I came not of myself: 
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Arriving at a place whereon the dew 
Defies the sun, and being in a spot 
O’erhung with shade, slowly evaporates, 
His two hands out upon the short grass spread 
In gentle movement did my master lay; 
And I, who well his purpose understood, 
Extended unto him my tear stained cheeks ; 
And on them he disclosed once more for me 
The tint, which smoke of hell had hidden o’er. 
‘Thereon we came unto the lonely shore, 
Which ne’er saw man over its waters sail, 
Who afterward accomplished a return. 
There did he gird me as the other willed: 
And, wondrous sight, lo! as uprooted he 
The humble plant, new-born upsprang its like 
Upon the instant, where he plucked the first. 
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‘‘ Down, down,” he cried, ‘‘and quickly bend the knee; 
Behold, ‘tis God’s own Angel; fold thy hands; 
Henceforth such messengers thou oft wilt see. 

Mark, he disdains machinery of men, 

So that no oar wills he, nor other sail 
Than his own wings ’twixt shores so far apart. 

See how he holds them heavenward set direct, 
Beating the air with their eternal pens, 
Which never moult, as mortal plumage doth.” 

‘Then as to us nearer and nearer drew 
The bird divine, the brighter he appeared, 

So that the eye could not endure him near, 

But dropped to earth, while to the shore he came 
In a small galley, very swift and light, 

Such that the water swallowed none of it. 

Upon the poop the heavenly helmsiman stood ; 
Beatitude seemed written on his brow; 

More than a hundred spirits sat within. 

<« In Exitu Israel de Egitto” 

They all, as with one voice, together sang, 
With what of that Psalm aftewards is writ., 

Then o’er them made he sign of Holy Cross; 
Whereon they cast them all upon the shore, 
And he departed, as he came, with speed. 

The throng, that there remained, seemed to the place 
Like strangers, gazing round them and behind, 
As one who tastes the first time something new. 

On every side the sun was darting forth 
The arrows of the day, and his bright shafts 
Had from mid Heaven chased the Capricorn, 

When the new comers lifted up their heads 

Towards us, and said: “If ye indeed do know, 
Show us the way whereby to reach the hill.” 
And Virgil answer’d them: ‘‘ Ye think perchance 
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So that new company did I behold 
Leave off their song, and hasten to the hill, 
As one who goes, not knowing to what goal; 
Nor was our own departure less abrupt. 
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CANTO III. 


Ante Purgatory—The little Island. 
Souls dying in excommunication—King Manfred. 


LTHOUGH it happened that the sudden flight 

AC Across the open plain dispersed the rest, 

Bound for the Mount where Justice sifteth us; 
I to my trusty comrade closely drew; 
And how without him had I held my course? 
Who o’er the mountain would have been my guide? 

In self reproach he seemed to blame himself. 

O conscience, full of dignity and pure, 

To thee how small an error brings remorse ! 
Soon as his feet began to slacken haste, 

Which dignity impairs in every act, 

My mind, at first absorbed within itself, 

Resumed a wider range, as eagerly 
I set my face towards the hill in front, 

Which heavenward soareth highest from the sea. 

The sun, which blazed behind us red as fire, 

In front of me was broken to the form 
Of what in me was hindrance to its rays. 

I turned me to one side in the full fear 
That I had been abandoned, when I saw 
The ground was dark only in front of me: 

“ Why still mistrust ?” my comforter hereon, 
Turning full round on me, began to say: 
‘‘Think’st not that I am with thee, and thy guide? 

Already evening ’tis, where buried lies 
The body, whence I once a shadow cast; 

Naples holds it; from Brindisi ’twas ta’en. 
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See, some are yonder who advice will give, 
If this from thine own self thou canst not draw.” 
He looked at them, and with a lightened air 
Replied: “Go we to them; they slowly come: 
And thou, sweet son, abide secure in hope.” 
Those people still were so far off, I mean 
When we a thousand paces had advanced, 
As a skilled slinger with his hand might throw, 
When all drew up against the massive wall 
Of the high cliff, and still and stiff they stood, 
As one in doubt stands looking at his way. 
‘Spirits, e’en now elect, your course complete;” 
Virgil began, “I pray ye by that peace, 
Which I believe is looked for by you all, 
Tell us, where so the mountain side slopes back, 
As to afford a possible ascent; 
For who knows most, him lost time vexeth most.” 
As from the fold a flock of sheep comes forth, 
By ones, and twos, and threes, and the rest stand, 
Timidly keeping nose and eyes on earth, 
And what the foremost does the others do, 
Huddling themselves against her, if she stop, 
Quiet and simple, and they know not why, 


: So saw I then in motion toward us come 


The first line of that highly favoured flock, 
Modest in mien and stately in their gait. 
Soon as the foremost of them saw upon 
My right that light was broken on the ground, 
So that my shadow stretched up to the rock, 
They paused, and backward drew themselves a space, 
And all the rest who followed. hard on them, 
Not knowing why they did so, did the same. 
“ Without your asking, I confess to you, 
This is a human body that ye see, 
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Rains drench them now, and tempests drive them on 
Outside the realm, hard by the Verde’s banks, 
Whither he moved them with extinguished lights. 

Eternal Love by malison of such 
Is not so lost, that it cannot return, 

So long as hope retains but one green leaf. 
True is’t that whoso contumacious dies 
To Holy Church, though penitent at last, 
Rightly outside this cliff must still remain 
For all the time, told thirtyfold, that he, 
In his presumption stood, if such decree 
Be shorten’d not by aid of faithful prayers. 
See now if happy thou canst render me, 
Revealing to my good Costanza how 
Thou’st seen me, and what ban lies on me still, 
For here through those down there much way is made. 
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CANTO IV. 


Ante-Purgatory—Ascent to the First Terrace. 
Position of the Sun— Character of the Mountain— The Indolen 
Belacqua. 


HEN by a pleasure, or indeed a pain, 
That seizes on some faculty of ours, 
The soul is centred on this faculty, 
It seems all powers else to disregard ; 
Which contradicts in fact the error that 
Believes more souls than one within us burn. 
And hence when anything is heard or seen, 
That keeps the soul engrossed in it alone, 
Time runs away, and one observes it not: 
For one thing is the faculty engaged, 
Another that the soul retains intact, 
One held as if in bonds, the other free. 
Of this I had a true experience, 
While wonder-struck I listened to that shade - 
For fifty full degrees had risen now 
The sun, and I had not perceived it, when 
We reached a point, where all those spirits cried, 
As with one voice to us: “ Here what you ask for, is.” 
Larger ofttimes the gap. which on a farm 
The hedger mends with small fork full of thorns, 
When ’gins the grape already to embrown, 
Than was the byeway, where my leader now 
Went up, and I close to him, only we, 
After that band from us had gone away. 
Sanleo climb, at Noli make descent, 
And scale the summit of Bismantova 
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On foot alone, but here a man need fly, 


_ On the swift wings I mean, and with the plumes 


amp mr‘ 


Of keen desire, and following such a guide 
As gave me hope, and to my path was light. 


_ Upward we clambered through the broken rock ; 


Its walls on each side grazed us as we passed. 

Its floor beneath required both hands and feet. 
When we had reached the upmost edge at top 

Of the high cliff, now on the open slope, 

“ O master,” said I: ‘‘ what way shall we take?” 

And he to me: “ Downward not e’en a step; 

Ever behind me up the hill push on, 
Until for us some wise escort appears.” 

The summit vanquished all the power of sight, 
And haughtily its side rose steeper e’en 
Than line to centre from mid-quadrant drawn. 

Weary was I, as I began to say: 

‘¢ Sweet Father, turn and give one look behind ; 
See, if thou stay not, I am left alone.” 

‘‘My son,” said he, ‘‘but yonder drag thyself,” 
With finger pointing me a ledge somewhat 
Above, which at that point runs round the mount. 

These words of his so spurr’d me on, that I 
The effort made, scrambling behind him close, 
Till neath my feet I found the girdling ledge. 

To sit us down we two composed ourselves, 

Our faces toward the East, whence we had climbed, 
For to look back delights all travellers. 

Mine eyes I turned first to the lowland shores; 
Then raised them sunward, and in wonder saw 
That by him we were smitten on the left. 

Well did the Poet understand that I 
Found myself dazed before the Car of Light, 

As it came in ’tween us and Aquilo. 
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God’s Angel gives, who sits above the gate. 
For heaven must first so long revolve round me 

Outside the gate, as it did in my life, 

Since pious sighs I put off to the last, 
Unless meanwhile assisted by the prayer, 

That goes up from a heart that lives in grace: 

What profits other since in heaven unheard ?” 
And now before me up the Poet goes: 

“ Forward,” he says, ‘‘ see how the sun hath reached 

Meridian height, and from the River’s bank, 
Far as Morocco night ‘extends her foot.” 
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They changed their chant into a long deep “ Oh!” 
And two of them in form of messengers 
Ran forth to meet us, and enquiry made: 
‘Of your condition make us well informed.” 
My Master then: ‘‘ You can go back,” he said, 
‘< And unto those that sent you may report, 
That this man’s body is indeed of flesh. 
If when they saw his shadow, they did halt, 
As I suspect, this answer is enough : 
Let them do honour: he may prove a friend.” 
No fiery vapours have I seen so swift, 
Cleaving the sky in calm of early night, 
Or clouds in August when the sun goes down, 
As them, returning upward in less time. 
Arriving there with all the rest they wheeled 
Towards us, like cavalry with loosened rein. 
‘<A great assemblage this, that presseth on, 
And with some prayer they come,” the Poet said; 
‘Wherefore go on and listen as thou go’st.” 
“O Soul, that movest on to happiness 
With the same limbs wherewith thou first wast born,” 
Cried they advancing, ‘stay awhile thy steps. 
Look if of us thou e’er hast any seen, 
So that of him news yonder thou may’st bear. 
Ah! wherefore going on ? wilt thou not stay ? 
By violence we all were done to death, 
And sinners were we to our latest hour: 
E’en then a light from heaven instructed us ; 
So that repenting and forgiving both, 
From life we issued reconciled to God, 
Who with desire to see Him drives us on.” 
“ Although into your faces I have looked” 
I said, “ none do I ¢now; but, an ye please, 
What I can do, y< spirits of new birth, 
\ { 
| 
| 
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Tell me, and I will do it by that peace, 

Of which in steps of my appointed guide, 
From world to world I go in careful search.” 

And one began: “ Each of us here confides 
In thy good service, and without an oath, 

If but “I cannot.” cut not off “I will.” 

And therefore I alone before the rest 
Pray thee, if ever thou that country see, 
Which ’twixt Romagna lies and Carlo’s land, 

That, thou for me be gracious with thy prayers 
In Fano, so due rites may there be done, 

That I may purge away my heavy sins. 

From thence I came; but the deep wounds, from which 
Ebbed out the blood that was my life, were struck 
Within the shelter of Antenor’s sons, 

Where above all I deemed myself secure: 

The man of Esté prompted to the deed, 
Enraged with me more than was justly due. 

Yet had I made my flight but Mira-wards, 
When I at Oriago was o’erta’en, 

I should be still where men draw life in breath, 

To the lagoon I ran, and reeds and bog 

Entangling me, I fell; and there I saw 
Form on the ground a pool from out my veins.” 
‘Then said another : ‘‘So may accomplish’d be 
The wish that draws thee to this lofty mount, 
In pity help me to achieve my own. 
Uonconte I, of Montefeltro once: 
Or me Giovanna cares not; nor the rest; 
Nd so with these I tramp with downcast brow.” 
I to him: “What force or evil chance 
‘Om Campaldino led thee so astray, 
te an ot never hath thy burial place been known ?” 
° he replied, ‘at Casentino’s foot 
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‘Then with its wreckage girt and covered me.” 
F < Ah! when unto the world thou hast returned, 
: And from thy tedious journey rested well,” 

After the second spirit said a third, 
Recall me to thee, me La Pia named: 

Siena made me, Maremma unmade me; 

As well he knows, who wedded with his ring 
Me, that another had before espoused. 


i 
f 
i 
| 
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CANTO VI. 


Ante-Purgatory—Second Terrace. 
The carelesss who met a Violent Doath. Sordello. 


HEN from a game of hazard men break up, 
The loser in vexation stays behind, 
Repeats the throws and a sad lesson learns; 
But with the winner off go all the rest, 
One walks in front, one plucks his gown behind, 
One at his side would recognition claim. 
He tarries not; listens to this and that; 
They crowd no more to whom he gives his hand. 
And from the crush he thus protects himself. 
So did I find myself in that dense crowd, 
This way and that turning my face to them, 
And by my promises getting clear off. 
There was the Aretin, who from the arm 
Of grim Ghin Tacco his death blow received; 
The other too who in hot chace was drowned. 
There in entreaty stood with outspread palms 
Frederic Novello, and the Pisan, who 
Made good Marzucco show his fortitude. 
I saw Count Orso, and the soul divorced 
From its own body by an envious hate 
It said; and not for any deed of guilt ; 
Pier della Brosse I mean; and while on earth 
The Lady of Brabant should well provide 
That she for this do not a worse herd join. 
Freed altogether from this band of shades, 
Whose only prayer was for the prayer of friends 
That they the sooner might be changed to Sai 15, 
Myself began : ‘‘ Light of my soul. to me 
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Thou seem’st in one text plainly to deny 
That heavn’s decree can bend to mortal prayer, 
And yet for this alone these people pray. 
Can then it be that this their hope is vain? 
Or are thy words by me ill understood ?” 
d he to me: “ That which I wrote is plain; 
And as for these their hope deceives them not, 
If with a sound mind thou consider well. 
Or Justice is not from her height abased, 
en in one moment fire of love fills up 
= All that each inmate here must satisfy. 
din the place where I laid down this point, 
efect could not by prayer amended be, 
€Cause the suppliant was not one with God. 
7deed on speculation high as this 
O judgment form, if she to thee speak not, 
Tk? light will be ’twixt truth and intellect. 
Ow not if thou understand ; I speak 
Beatrice: her thou wilt see above, 
lling and blesséd on this mountain’s top. 
lord,” said I, ‘on quickly let us haste,” 
Mm not weary, as I was erewhile; 
see e’en now the hill a shadow casts.” 
We will push, long as the daylight lasts,” 
Answered, ‘‘ far as we shall be allowed. 
egy t other than thou thinkest stands the case. 
H Te thou gain the height, thou’llt see return 
So 3. whom the hill already hides from view, 
ut _ ‘hat his rays thou dost not intercept. 
O Vonder see a soul, who sits alone, 
lite by himself, whose looks toward us are turned. 
5 h. ‘will instruct us of the shortest way.” 
tao we came: O soul, true Lombard born, 
O ww lofty was thine air, and nobly proud; 
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Albert of Germany, who in neglect 
Dost leave the horse intractable and wild, 
Which in the saddle thou should’st have bestrode, 
May judgment fall in justice from the stars, 
Wondrous and manifest upon thy seed, 
Such as may terrify thy successor. 
For in your greed engrossed of lands beyond 
The Alps, thou and thy father have allowed 
The garden of the Empire to lie waste. 
Come see the Montagus and Capulets, 
Monaldi, Filippeschi too; in grief 
Are those, these full of fear, thou reckless man. 
Come cruel one, come and th’ oppression see 
Of thine own chiefs ; their outrages redress ; 
And see withal how safe is Sanfior. 


. Rome too, that is thine own, see in her tears, 


Widowed, alone, as day and night she cries; 
‘ My Cesar, why thus absent from my side? 
Come, see what love among thy people dwells ; 
And if no pity for us stir thy soul, 
O come for very shame of thy repute. 
If lawful ’tis for me, O God, most High, 
Who upon earth wast crucified for us, 
Why are thine eyes of Justice turned elsewhere ? 
Or is it preparation made in depths 
Of thine own counsel for some good, which is 
From our perception utterly cut off? 
For all the towns of Italy are full 
Of tyrant lords, and a Marcellus now 
Each boor is hailed, that shouts a party cry. 
Firenze mine, well mayst thou be content 
. With the digression that concerns thee not; 
Thanks to the prudence of thy people’s plans. 
In many hearts is Justice found, her shaft 
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CANTO VII. 


Ante-Purgatory—The Sweet Valley— 
Princes set on Earthly Glory. 
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FTER their stately greetings with much joy 
Had been repeated three and four times o’er, 


Sordello, drawing back, said: ‘‘ Who are ye”? 


“ Or ever to this hill had souls been sent, 
Accounted worthy to ascend to God, 
My bones were buried by Octavian. 
Virgil am I, and for no other sin 
Did I lose heav’n, than for the lack of faith.” 
Such answer then my leader made to him. 
As one who something suddenly perceives 
In front of him, and wonderstruck believes, 
Then doubts again, says “’tis, no it is not,” 
Such did he seem, and then with brow bent low, 
Returning to him in humility, 
He clasped him where a servant would embrace: 
‘O Glory of the Latin race,” he said, 
By whom our tongue its fullest power displayed; 
Eternal glory of my native place! 
What merit, or what grace shows thee to me? 
If I be worthy words of thine to hear, 
Say if thou come from hell, and from which ward.” 
‘Through all the circles of the doleful realm,” 
He answered him, ‘ hither am I arrived: 
Virtue from heaven moved me; by it I come. 
Not for deeds done, but left undone did I 
Miss sight of that high sun, which thou dost crave, 
And which too late by me was understood. 
A place there is down there, not dismal made 
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Harry of England, yonder sits alone: 
He in his branches nobler issue hath. 

He, who among them sits on lower ground, 
With eyes upraised, is William the Margrave, 
For whose sake Alessandria and her war 

Make Monferrat and Canavese to weep. 
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The lustre of its purse, nor of its sword. 

Nature and nurture have endowed it so, 

Albeit the guilty Head pervert the world, 

It only keeps the right, and scorns the wrong.” 
And he: ‘‘ Now go; not seventimes more the sun 
Shall to the bed return, which the Great Ram 

With all his four feet covers and bestrides, 

Ere thy opinion, courteous thus and kind, — 
Shall in the middle of thy head be nailed 
With stronger nails than words of any man, 

Unless the course of Justice cease to run.” 
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CANTO IX. 


| Ante-Purgatory—The Sweet Valley—Dantes Dream— 
The Eagle and Lucia—The Gate of Purgatory— 
The Angel Janitor. 


b 
LE partner now of old Tithonus’ bed 
_ Upon the Eastern terrace glimmer’d white, 
Forth from the arms of her sweet paramour: 
rehead gleamed with light of jewels, set 
Q form of the chill reptile that with sting 
An f tail envenomed smites the nations through : 
d of the steps wherewith the night ascends, 
€re we were standing, she had taken two, 
Wh d now the third began to droop its wings; 
Oo I, who in me so much Adam had, 
Just Come by sleep, sank down upon the grass, 
About Where the five of us together sat. 
Th the hour when now her plaintive lay 
= little swallow ‘gins, as morning dawns, 
And we ance in memory of her first distress, 
Fart en on pilgrimage our mind goes forth 
hest from flesh, and hampered least by thought, 
Prophetic almost in its visions then, 
An eagle in the sky appeared in dream, 
Veting above me with her plumes of gold, 
AN wings outspread, as ready for the swoop; 
An for myself it seemed that I was there, 
ere Ganymede abandoned his own friends, 
BOme off to the Consistory above. 
1 thought within me that perchance of wont 
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She stoops but here, and from elsewhere disdains 
To carry in her talons aught aloft. 

Me seemed that after wheeling round awhile, 
Downward she swooped, as lightning terrible, 
And bore me off far as the sphere of fire. 

There she and I were burning, as it seemed, 

And the imagined furnace scorched me so, 
Need was that broken should my slumber be. 

Not otherwise Achilles shook himself, 

Rolling his wakened eyes in survey round, 
And knowing nothing of the place he’d reached, 

When in his mother’s arms from Chiron once 
He was to Scyros borne away asleep, 

From whence the Greeks removed him afterwat@— 

Than I did shake myself, as from my face 
Sleep fled away, and pale I grew as death, 

Like one whose blood in terror turns to ice. 

There by my side stood my sole Comforter ; 

More than two hours the sun had risen now, 
And to the open sea my face was turned. 

“ Be not afraid,” the Elder said to me, 

‘‘Be reassured, a good point we have reached: 
Restrain not, but redouble all thy force: 

At Purgatory art thou now arrived ; 

See there the parapet that girds it round; 
See there the entrance where yon rift appears. 

Just now at flush of dawn preceding day, 

While within thee thy soul was wrapped in sleep? 

Upon the flowers, which down there deck the go 
A Lady came; ‘ Lucia I,” she said, 

“’This sleeper let me take into my arms, 

So will I make his journey easier.” 

Sordello stayed, and th’ other noble forms: 

She raised thee up, and as day clearer grew, 
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Rather in opening than in keeping shut, 

If only at my feet men humbly kneel.” 
The wicket of the holy portal he 

Thrust back; ‘‘ Enter,” he said, ‘‘ but be assured 

‘That forth departs, whoever looks behind.” 
And when upon their hinges were swung round 

The swivels of that consecrated gate, 

Which are of metal resonant and strong, 
Tarpeia did not roar so loud, nor show 

Herself so shrill, when good Metellus thence 

Was dragged, and lean and hungry she was left. 
Attentive turned to the first thunder sound, 

Te Deum Laudamus I seemed to catch 

In vocal strain mingled with dulcet notes. 
What I then heard an image reproduced 

In me, precisely such as oft is formed, 

When with the organs men stand up and sing, 

And now the words are heard, and now are not. 
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We had not yet upon it moved a foot, 
When I observed the circle of the cliff, 
WE ich, perpendicular, cut off ascent, 
' Tobe of whitest marble, and adorned 
With bas-reliefs, that there would put to shame 
_ Not Polycletus, but e’en Nature’s self. 
« The angel, who to earth with warrant came 
Of peace, which sought for many a year with tears, 
Re— opened Heaven, freed from the ancient ban, 
Before us showed so truthfully in form 
In<iséd there, in attitude so sweet, 
That he no silent portraiture displayed ; 
But One had sworn: Surely he saith ‘ Ave,” 
Su cl the resemblance imaged forth of Her, 
W hoturned the key to open Love on high. 
And in her gesture was the legend stamped 
Ecce ancilla Dei, as exact 
As isa figure upon wax impressed. 
“Keep not the mind set on one spot alone,” 
Said the sweet Master, as I stood by him 
On that side where with men the heart is found . 
hereyn I shifted my regard, and saw 
Year of Mary and upon that side 
An €re in respect of me my Leader stood, 
. Rer story graven on the rock: 
1tgil I therefore passed, and closer drew, 
The, that for view it might be well in sight. 
© chiselled in the self same marble were 
© cart and holy Ark by oxen drawn, 
In fod warning ’gainst an office self imposed. 
I ©nt were people seen, who, one and all, 
Seven choirs grouped, of my two senses made 
Ana © one say “No,” the other “Yes, they sing.” 
the smoke too from out the thuribles 
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As to sustain a ceiling or a roof, 

For corbel a man’s figure sometimes serves, 
And shows the knees contracted to the chest, 

Whereat the untrue causes true concern 
To spring in whoso sees it, even such 
Did I see them, as I the closer looked. 

True is it they were more or less bowed down, 
As on their backs they bore or more or less ; 
Yet he who had most patience in his mien, 

Seemed to sob forth in tears, ‘I can no more.” 
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My ancient blood and all the knightly deeds 
f my forefathers bred such arrogance, 
hat heeding not the mother of us all, 
F re myself so scornfully to men 
: That death came thence, as know the Sienese, 
Md ev’ry boy in Campagnatico. 
Um bert am I: and not to me alone 
Is pride my loss, for all my kindred too 
An @S it dragged with it to calamity. 
ere for it must I this weight endure, 
TITtil to God the compensation’s made 
An |e ’mid the dead, which living I made not.” 
O @S I listened with my head bowed low, 
ne of the shades, not he that spake with me, 
And. Sted him ’neath the weight that hampers him, 
Saw, and knew me, and gave forth a cry, 
wa Ping his eyes with effort fixed on me, 
ce Ahn? all bowed down was walking by their side. 
2 ©Oderisi,” said I, ‘‘is it thou, 
wi bbio's honour, honour of the art, 
“Bra Ach Paris now Illumination styles?” 
Wy, ter,” said he, ‘‘ more brightly smile the leaves, 
Fu & ch Franco Bolognese’s pencil paints: 
Ana honour now is his, but partial mine. 
wet indeed thus generous had I been, 
Or Ale that I lived, so great was the desire 
For — —3minence to which my heart aspired. 
A II such pride the forfeit here is paid, 
wie even here I should not be, but that 
Oth Ale able still to sin, I turned to God. 
H = vain glory of the human powers, 
oI shortlived is the green leaf of thy wreath, 
In Less an age of grosser taste ensue ! 
Qi nting Cimabue used to think 
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Tarry down there, and do not here ascend, 
If unassisted by friends’ fervent prayers, 
Till time have passed, long as the years he lived, 
By what largess is he already here?” 
«< While living yet, ‘ he said,” in high estate, 
He in Siena’a public square took up 
His post, and there of his free will, all shame 
Dismissed, to liberate a friend from fine 
He smarted for in Carlo’s jail, he dared 
A deed that made him shiver through his veins: 
I’ll say no more; what's said, I know is dark: 
But short the time ere thine own neighbours shall 
So deal, that thou wilt well interpret this: 
That deed from yon confines deliver’d him. 
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I saw Briareus, piercèd with the spear 
Celestial, lie right opposite to him, 
Ponderous on eaith, stiff in the chill of death. 
I saw ‘Thymbroeus, Mars and Pallas saw 
In armour still around their father stand, 
Contemplating the Giants’ scattered limbs. 
I saw Nimrod at foot of his huge pile 
In consternation gazing on the tribes, 
lose pride on plain of Sennaar wrought with his. 
O Niobe! with eyes how tearful I 
Beheld thy woes upon the pathway traced, 
idst thy children in their sevens stark dead. 
aul! how plainly, lying on thy sword, 
Didst thou appear in death on Gilboa’s hill, 
ich afterwards felt neither rain nor dew. 
0 fond Arachne! thee too I beheld, 
alf spider now, in sorrow mid the rags 
broidery thou in evil hour had’st wrought. 
ehoboam! now no threatening mien 
B Y portrait shows, but all aghast, a car 
Cars it away ere any yet pursue. 
reed the hard pavement furthermore how dear 
ine price Alcmoeon made his mother pay 
It sh forfeit for her ill starr’d ornament. 
H - Wed too how upon Sennacherib 
A 1S sons within the temple threw themselves, 
It sho how they left him there alone with death. 
B © wed the rout and cruel butchery 
pied omyris wrought, as she to Cyrus said: 
It sh Lod was thy thirst, with blood I glut thee now.” 
A cr Ned again th’ Assyrians in their flight, 
A “=x that Holofernes had been slain, 
I san showed withal the victim’s headless corse. 
in ashes Troy, a robbers’ cave: 
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Whereon the hand helps to give certainty, 
Feeling and finding, and that service lends, 
Which all unable is the eye to give; 

So with the fingers of my right hand spread, 
I found but six the letters he had carved 
Above my temples, who the keys did bear: 

And as he noted this, my Leader smiled. 
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Thy inmost thoughts however small they were. 


l€ Vision came, that thou should’st not refuse 
Thy heart to open to the streams of peace, 


Which from th’ Eternal Fount are shed abroad. 


id mot ask what ails thee, as might he, 
© looks but with the eye that sees no more, 
en without soul the body lifeless lies. 
sked but to give vigour to thy feet: 
© idle dreamer thus ’tis well to rouse 
© use his waking hours, when they return.” 
JsWard we went in twilight with outlook 
Cast forward far as eye could penetrate, 
N face of sunbeams, brilliant still, if late: 
And lo! by slow degrees a smoke rolls in, 
Driving towards us, and obscure as night, 
Nor place of refuge from it might we find. 
It took from us our eyes and the pure air. 
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CANTO XVI. 


The Third Round— Wrath—Marco Lombardo—Free Will 
The Corruption of the World—Corrada da Palazz0— 
Gherardo da Camino—Guido da Castello—Gaie- 


FOG of hell, and of a night bereft 
Of every planet ‘neath a starveling sky, 
And thick as could be darkened o’er witl® 

Ne’er spread upon my face a veil so dense, 

As did the smoke which there enveloped us; 

Nor stung sensation with such pungency; 
For open in it conld no eye abide; 

Whereon mine escort, ever wise and true, 

Proffered his shoulder, drawing to my side. 
And as a blind man goes behind his guide, 

Thus not to lose his way, nor run against 

Aught that may hurt or possibly may kill, 
So through the foul and bitter air I passed, 

Hearing my Leader's oft repeated charge, 

“ Be careful that thou lose not touch of me.” 
Voices the while I heard, and each appeared 

For mercy and for peace to supplicate 

The Lamb of God, Who taketh sins away. 
Ever with Agnus Dei they began ; 

The words with all were one, the measure one, 

So that among them all seemed harmony. 
“Master,” I said, ‘are spirits these I hear?” 

And he to me: “ The truth thou dost divine, 

And on they go, loosening the knot of wrath.” 
“ Now who art thou that cleavest thus our smoke, 

And in converse dost speak of us, as if 
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Falls in the mire, and fouls her charge and self.” 
‘‘O Marco mine,” I said, ‘thou reasonest well; 
And now I see why from inheritance 
The sons of Levi were of old debarred ; 
But who may Gerard be, who, as thou sayst, 
Is left as sample of a vanished race, 
In stern reproof of this most barbarous age?” 
“Thy words deceive, or put me to the proof,” 
He answered me, “for though of Tuscan speech, — 
*T would seem the good Gerard thou dost not knc—>yw 
No other surname do I know him by, 
Unless his daughter Gaia furnish it. 
Now God be with you; further I go not. 
For see the brightness gleaming through the smok © 
Already whitens; needs must I depart— 
The Angel stands there—ere he me perceive.” 
So turned he back, and would not hear me more. 
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On my exalted fancy next there poured 
A figure on a cross, scornful and fierce 
In countenance, and in such mood he died. 

Around him great Ahasuerus stood, 

Esther his wite, and Mordecai the just, 
Of pure integrity in word and deed. 
And as this vision of itself dispersed, 
Broken in fashion of a bubble, when 
The water fails, beneath which it was formed, 

Uprose a maiden form into my view, 

That weeping bitterly exclaimed: “O Queen. 
In wrath why would’st thou into nothing pass 

Thyself thou’st slain, Lavinia not to lose; 

Now me thou'st lost, and I am she, who mourz2, 
Mother, for thine, more than another’s fall.” 

As when beneath a sudden ray of light, 

That early strikes on closéd eyes, sleep breaks, 
And broken, quivers ere it wholly dies, 

So sank the vision of my fancy down, 

Soon as upon my face there smote a light, 
Brighter than any our experience knows. 

I turned me round to see where I might be; 
When spake a voice that said: “ Th’ ascent is he 
Which from all object else withdrew my thought, 

And made my will so eager in desire 
To see who it could be that spake but now, 

It would not rest till it confronted him. 

But as our sight is by the sun o’erwhelmed, 

That in excess of splendour hides its form, 
F'en so did here my faculties give way. 

“ A spirit this, divine, who shows to us 
The upward path, ere we have made request, 
And who in his own light conceals himself; 

He doth with us, as doth a man with self: 
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or he who sees a need, and waits request, 

Mali nly to refuse prepares himself. 

ith such a call let now our feet accord, 

Ana forward push th’ ascent, ere it be dark, 

For then we cannot, until day returns.” 

0 Said any Guide, and he and I forthwith 

Urned both of us our steps to a stairway ; 

nd soon as on the first step I arrived, 

Near me 1 felt the waving of a wing, 

at fanned my face, and ‘‘ Beati” I heard 

2czfici,” from sinful anger free.” 

Already over us so high had shot 

he latest rays, whereon ensues the night, 
«vw ct Stars were shining on all sides of us. 
Ye Powers of mine, why melt ye thus away ?”’ 
thin myself I said, as I perceived 
Ability to use my legs was gone. 
We had arrived where farther mounted not 
© stair, and at a standstill found ourselves, 
J "St like a ship, that’s hauled up on the beach. 

Awhile I listened closely, might I hear 
Perchance on the new circle any sound. 

*< = to the Master I turned round, and said: 
SWeet Father, tell me what offence it is, 
That in this circle, where we are, is purged: 

Ana alt our feet, let not thy converse halt.” 
nd he to me: “The Love of good, remiss 

h Cluty practical, is strengthened here; 
Her works with double stroke the sluggish oar. 

But Chat more clearly still thou understand, 

D Tie to me thy thoughts, and thou wilt find 
SO rn profitable fruit in our delay. 
Neit er Creator, nor created thing, 
> son,” ’gan he, “ was ever without love, 
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Fach hazily a chief good apprehends, 
Wherein the soul may rest, and longs for it: 
Aud so to reach it each applies himself. 

If but a torpid love draw thee to look 
On this, or win its grace, this ledge will then, 
After due penitence, inflict its pain. 

Another good there is, which happy makes 
No man; itself not happiness, still less 
‘The Essence, root and fruit, of every good. 

The love, which gives itself too much to this, 
Above us in three circles is bewailed ; 

But why ’tis right it be tripartite thus, 

I say not, that thou search it for thyself.” 
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n ‘hat it makes the soul toward it turn; 
\f thus turned, she doth incline to it, 

I at inclination ’s love; ’tis nature too, 

ich is by pleasure bound anew in you. 

t Then as the fire doth ever upward rise, 

"BY its own essence thither born to mount, 

Where in its element ’tis most at home, 
F’en so the captured soul begins to yearn 
In motion spiritual, and never rests, 
Until the thing beloved, becomes its joy. 
Now may it well appear to thee how truth 
Is hidden from the people, that aver 
That each love in itself is laudable ; 

For though perchance in matter love may seem 
To be good always, yet not every seal 
Is good, however good the wax may be.” 

‘¢ Thy words and my attendant wit on them,” 
My answer thus, ‘ have love revealed to me; 
But have withal bred in me greater doubt; 

For if from outside love present itself, 

And if the soul move only on this foot, 
Right way or wrong, no merit it deserves,” 

And he to me: ‘“ What reason here can see, 
"Ts mine to say: for more wait Beatrice; 
For beyond this, the work is work of Faith. 

Every substantial form, which is distinct 
From matter, but which with it is combined, 
Specific virtue hath, bound up in it, 

The which except in action is unknown ; 

And only in effect doth show itself, 
As by green leaves life in a plant appears. 

‘Therefore whence comes the apprehension of 
Our primal notions, no man knows; nor whence 
The first attractions to what men desire ; 
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ww *ITong their banks by night a furious crowd, 
hy, At the Thebans needed Bacchus’ aid, 
Was the throng, so far as I could see, 
Whom a good will and righteous love bestrode, 
‘S round that circle on the curve they swept. 
Ckly they reached us, for as runners at 
Full speed, that mighty multitude rushed on, 
And two in front in saddened tone called out: 
“ Mary with haste to the hill country sped ” 
And, “Caesar, bent Ilerda to subdue, 
Struck at Marseilles, and pushed on thence for Spain.’ 
“: On, quickly on, that no time may be lost 
‘Through lack of love,” cried out the rest hard by ; 
For grace grows green again in zeal for good.” 
‘° Good people all, whose fervent spirit now 
Redeems perhaps the negligence and sloth 
Displayed in past lukewarmness for good works, 
"This man, who lives, and I indeed lie not, 
Would fain go up, when shines the sun again; 
Wherefore tell us, if near the passage be.” 
‘These were the words my Leader spake to them: 
And of those spirits one did say: “ With us 
Come on behind: the opening thou wilt find. 
We are so full of purpose to push on, 
‘That stay we cannot; wherefore pardon us, 
If in our righteousness thou deem us churls. 


1 San Zeno’s Abbot in Verona I, 


What time the worthy Barbarossa reigned, 
Of whom Milan still tells a doleful tale. 


_ A man there is with one foot in the grave, 


Who for that convent soon will groan in tears, 
And sad will be, that he its patron was; 
Because his son in body all deformed, 

And worse in mind, dishonoured in his birth, 
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CANTO XIX. 


Frurez, Round—Slothful Indifference—Symbolism of 
Dante, Dream—The Angel of Activity—Ascent to 
Fifth Round. 


BOUT the hour, when heat of day o’ercome 
By Earth, or Saturn sometimes, can no more 
Prevail to warm the beams of a chill moon; 
When in the East the geomancers see, 
Fre dawn appears, Fortuna Major rise 
On path that but short while remains obscure, 
To me in dream a stuttering woman came, 
With eyes asquint and on distorted feet, 
With maimèd hands and of a sallow hue: 
On her I stared; and as the sun doth cheer 
The shiv’ring limbs benumbed by chills of night, 
So did that look of mine for her unloose 
‘The tongue, and made her to her full height rise, 
B’en in a trice, and her scared countenance 
Assumed the tint that love delights to wear. 
Soon as her power of speech was thus unloosed, 
She ’gan to sing so that I scarcely could 
My rapt attention have from her withheld. 
ss TJ am,” sang she, “I am the sweet Siren, 
Who in mid seas the mariners mislead, 
So full of pleasantness am I to hear. 
Ulysses in his wandering by my song 
I turned aside, and whoso with me ’bides, 
Rarely departs, so well I him content.” 
Her mouth as yet was hardly closed again, 
When prompt appeared a Saintly Dame in haste, 
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Suffice it so; thy heels press firmly down, 
ft Up thine eyes unto the lure, which on 
: mighty wheels the King Eternal rolls.” 
As falcon, which first to its feet directs 
€ye, then at the call looks up again. 
id eager stretches to the enticing bait, 
d I too, and so far as the rock 
Is cleft to make a path for him who mounts, 
ent I right up to where the circle starts. 
©n I upon the fifth round was set free, 
€Tsons I saw along it plunged in grief, 
Tostrate on earth, all on their faces laid. 
tt pavimento anima mea 
I heard them cry mid sighs so deeply drawn, 
hat scarcely was their utterance understood. 
Ye elect of God, whose sufferings here 
Justice and hope do render less severe, 
x Direct us now towàrds the heights above.” 
here ye come from our prostration free, 
+ With the desire to find the readiest way, 
f Keep your right hands aye to the outer side.” 
tu. Such was the Poet’s prayer, its answer such, 
Which reached us somewhat from the front, whereby 
The voice advised me of the one concealed ; 
to my Lord turned an enquiring look; 
And he with gladsome sign gave his assent 
To what the gesture of my wish implied. 
Now that I could my own desire indulge, 
I nearer drew, and o’er that being stood, 
Whose words first made me note him, and I said: 
«: Spirit, in whom sorrow doth now mature 
That without which one cannot turn to God, 
Suspend awhile for me thy greater care. 
Who wast thou? and with backs inverted thus, 
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Only by hearing, of my reverence, 
‘‘ What cause,” said he, ‘made thee bend downward thus!” 
And I: “ By reason of your dignity 
Conscience reproached me sharply that I stood.” 
“ Straighten thy legs, my Brother; lift thee up.” 
He said, ‘ err not, a fellow servant I | 
With thee and with the rest to one liege Lord. 
If in th’ Evangelist those holy words, 
Neque nubent, thou e’er hast understood, 
Thou well canst see why thus I speak to thee. 
Now go thy way; thy stay is not my wish, 
For here thy presence doth disturb the grief, 
By which I ripen what thou spakest of. 
Yonder I have a niece, Alagia named, 
Good in herself, provided that our house 
By their example turn her not to ill; 
And she remains all that is left me there.” 
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0 Lord, my God, in gladness when shall I 
Behold the vengeance, which, while hidden still, 
Sweetens Thine anger in its secrecy ? 
What I was saying of that only Bride 
Of th’ Holy Ghost, that caused thee just now 
To turn to me for some enlightenment, 
Isfor our prayers appointed just so long, 
As lasts the day; but when night closeth in, 
We then take up instead a counter strain. 
Pyg@alion’s tale at that hour we relate, 
om his own greedy lust of gold at once 
Madetraitor, thief, and parricide to boot ; 
And sordid Midas’ miserable fate, 
+ Which followed his inordinate request, 
‘For which he must men’s laughing-stock remain. 
Of foolish Achan each then mention makes; 
How he the booty stole, so that e’en here 
The wrath of Joshua seems to gall him still. 
Sapphira and her husband we arraign ; 
And laud the hoof that Heliodorus smote ; 
Around the mount goes Polymnestor’s name 
In infamy, who Polydorus slew. 
And last of all the cry of ‘ Crassus” comes: 
«‘ Tell us, thou know’st, what is the taste of gold ? ”’ 
Sometimes we speak, one loud, another low, 
As impulse urges at one time our steps, 
Now at a slower, then more rapid pace; 
However, telling of the good just now, 
To which day prompts us, I was not alone, 
But near me then none other raised his voice.” 
From him already had we gone some way, 
And hard were struggling to surmount the path 
With all the force our powers permitted us, 
When I did feel the mountain quake, as thing 
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CANTO XXI. 


E; 
th Round—Avarice and Prodigality—Statius— 
Cause of the Earthquake —Statius and Virgil. 


HE innate thirst, which ne’er is satisfied, 


L Save with that water, for the grace of which 
The woman of Samaria once prayed, 
, Sorely distressed me, and haste urged me on 
‘Behind my guide o’er the encumbered path, 
My pity stirred by the just penalty ; 
When lo! just as S. Luke for us records 
That Christ appeared to two upon the way, 
Uprisen now from the sepulchral cave, 
A shade appearedto us, that from behind 
Came up, noting the throng about his feet ; 
Nor him had we observed ; so he spake first, 
Saying: ‘ My Brothers, God grant you His peace.” 
At once we turned us round, and Virgil gave 
The countersign respondent to the case. 
Then he began: “In the Assembly Blest 
May the High Court of Truth assign thee peace, 
Which to eternal exile me remits.”’ 
:: How now,” said he, the while we briskly moved, 
‘‘ If ye are shades, whom God disowns above, 
Who thus far up His stair hath been your guide?” 
My Teacher then: ‘If thou regard the marks, 
Which this man bears, and which the Angel signs, 
‘Thou 'lt see ’tis right that ’mong the good he reign. 
But because she, who spinneth day and night, 
Had not for him as yet drawn off the skein, 
Which Clotho deals, and closely packs for each, 
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Which seizes the astonished soul, now free 

Ere Change her home, and helps the wish in her. 

™. first her will was good, but choice holds back, 
ich God in Justice, counter to the will, 

Aclines to penance, as it once chose sin. 

nd I, who in this sorrow have been laid 

Ive hundred years and more, felt only now 

My wish enfranchised for a better home. 

Therefore the quaking thou didst feel, and heard’st 
Good spirits through the mountain praise the Lord, 
Whom may He speed soon on their way above.” 

Thus he; and as the pleasure is as great 

In a fresh draught, as was the thirst before, 

I could not say the boon he granted me. 

And my sage Guide: ‘‘ Now see I well the net 
That holds you here, and how the escape is made; 
The quaking why, and why your common joy. 

But who thou wast, be pleased that I should learn, 
And why so many ages here thou’st lain, 

This in reply to me also comprize.”’ 

:« What time good Titus with the aiding grace 
Of heaven’s high King took vengeance for the Wounds, 
Whence flowed the Blood, that was by Judas sold, 

That name, which longest lasts, and honours most, 
Yonder I bore,” the Spirit’s answer such, 

‘¢ Famous enough, but a believer, no. 

So sweet the genius of my tuneful song, 

That from Toulouse, Rome drew me to herself, 

Where for my brow I earned the myrtle wreath. 

Statius the people yonder namie me still: 

Of Thebes I sang; of great Achilles next, 

But on the way sank ’neath the second task. 

Ass seeds unto mine ardour were the sparks 
That warmed me of that heaven-enkindled flame, 
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Already did he stoop to clasp the feet 
Of my Instructor, who exclaimed; “ Brother, 
Not so, for shade art thou, and shade dost see.” 

Then as he rose, he said; ‘‘ How vast the love 
Thou now can’st measure, that within me glows 
For thee, when I forget our emptiness, 

And treat our shadows as corporeal things.” 
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“T™ ine every word is a dear sign of love. 
>fftixaaes in verity do things appear 
Ach furnish doubt with false material, 
Sita ce the true reasons in concealment lie. 
ThY Question voucheth for thy full belief 
at I in former life was covetous, 
BY reason p’rhaps of circle where I was. 

NOW be assured that av’rice was removed 

Too far from me, and disproportion such 
Thousands of lunar months have punishéd. 

And had I not my care directed right, 

When the appeal I heard that thou dost make, 
As though in anger with the race of men, 

“ Where dost thou not, accursed greed of gold, 
Drive on the appetite of mortal men”? 

I might be rolling weights in dismal joust. 

Then I perceived our hands can spread their wings 
Too wide in waste, and as of other sins, 

Of this also I then repented me. 

How many with cropped polls will rise again 
In ignorance, which leaves them of this sin 
Impenitent in life, and their last hour! 

Now learn that the transgression, which flings back 
By its clear contrary another sin, 

Along with that dries up its verdure here. 

Wherefore if with this people I have dwelt, 

Who for their avarice weep, to purge myselt 
From sin to theirs contrary this befell.” 

‘Now when thy muse did sing the cruel arms 
Which twofold sorrow to Jocasta wrought,” 
Said the great songman of Bucolic verse, 

‘ Seeing that Clio strikes the string with thee, | good, 
"Twotld seem the Faith, without which works, though 
Are vain, had not as faithful ’stablish’d thee. 
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CANTO XXIII. 


Th Si 
“26th Round—Glutton y—A pphearance of the Gluttonous— 
| Forese Donati—Nella—The Women of Florence. 


HILE through the green leaves with mine eyes I 
pried, 


| As we may see a man will often do, 
Ì Who wastes the day hunting a little bird, 
< My more than father said to me: “ My son, 

Now onward, for the time allotted us 

Should be more usefully distributed.” 

I turned my face, and not less quick my steps 
Up to the Sages, who conversed so well, 
They made the journey no account to me. 

And lo! in tones of wailing chant was heard 
«é Fabia mea Domine,” in fashion such 
As brought forth joy and sorrow in one birth. 
“‘ © dearest Father, what is this I hear?” 
So I began; and he: ‘‘ Shadows that pass, 
The knot perhaps unloosening of their debt.” 
As pilgrims, who, in holy meditation bent, 
O’ertaking on the road a stranger band, 
Will turn towards it, but without a halt, 
So from behind us, at a quicker pace, 
Coming, and passing us, a throng of souls, 
Silent, in holy wonder gazed at us. 
FKach in the eye was dull and sunken deep, 
Pallid in face, and wasted so in flesh 
‘That from the bones the skin assumed its form. 
I trow that thus to utter cuticle 
Not Erisictho was so withered up 
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And there needs must I without him remain. 
Virgil it is, who doth instruct me thus, 

(And him I pointed to) the other is 

That Shade, for whom just now, o’er every slope, 
Vour kingdom quaked, which now discharges him. 
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Eels of Bolsena and Vernaccian wine.” 
And many more he named me, one by one; 
And to be named I thought them so content, 
That I observed for this not one black look. 
I saw the lord of Pila, Ubaldin, 
In hunger grind his teeth, and Boniface. 
» Who with his crosier pastured many flocks. 
Messer Marchese too I saw, who erst 
Did at Forlì carouse at ease, and though 
Less thirsty there, he never had enough. 
; But as a man looks round, and from the rest 
‘Makes choice of one, so him of Lucca I, 
Who seemed to have more cognizance of me. 
He muttered, and some sound of Gentucca 
I heard proceed from where he felt the wound 
Of Justice, which there wastes them so away. 
‘O Soul,” I said, “ that eager seem’st to speak 
With me, speak so that I may understand, 
And with thy speech content thyself and me.” 
‘‘ A girl is born, that wears not wimple yet,” 
i ’Gan he, ‘who unto thee most pleasant will 
t My city make, howe’er by men reviled. 
With this prevision thou shalt go thy way; 
If in my muttering thou have been at fault, 
$ ‘The true events will make all clear to thee. 
‘t But tell me if I here see him, whose pen 
-i First brought to light the new rhymes, that begin: 
“i ‘Ladies, who have Intelligence of Love.” 
| And I to him: “A man am I, who, when 
i Love breathes on me, take note; and in the mode 
a . He speaks within, I go declaring it.” 
{ 





“Brother,” said he, ‘I see at once the knot 
i Which me, the Notary, and Guittone held 
dl: So far behind the sweet new style I liear. 


i 
[ed] 


i 
Fu 


i 
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And then in low tones re-commenced the hymn. 
‘This ended, yet once more they cried: ‘‘In grove 
Diana dwelt, and banished Helicé, 
Who had the poison drunk of Venus’ cup.” 
‘Their song they then resumed, and shouted then 
The names of wives and husbands that were chaste, 
As virtue and the marriage bond impose. 
Such method, as I trow, sufficient is, 
For all the time the fire is scorching them: 
With so much care and discipline ’tis fit, 
That the last wound of all should be closed up. 
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CANTO XXVI. 





The Seventh Round — Wantonness. 
The Two Groups of Wantons—Examples of Wanton 
Guido Guinicelli—Arnaldo Daniello. 


HILE thus along the edge in single file 
We were advancing, the good Master oft wert” 
Did say: ‘“ Beware, ’tis well I warn the< 

On my right shoulder now the sun struck dows » 
And with his streaming rays o’er all the west 
Changed into white the azure of the sky; 

And with my shadow I the ruddier made 
The fire appear, at the mere sight of which 
I saw shades many, as they passed, take note — 

This was the cause that an occasion gave 
For them to speak of me: and they began 
To say: “No phantom body this of his.” 

Then toward me, near as they were able, some 
Approached, but ever with a due regard ed. 
Not to transgress the bounds, wherein they bos 

“O thou, who movest, not through idleness, 

Behind the other two, but from respect perche —* 
Reply to me, who burn in thirst and fire: 
Not I alone of thy reply have need, 
For all these thirstier are foi it, than e’er 
Was CEthiop or Indian for cool draught. 

Tell us how is’t thou make thyself a wall 
Against the Sun, as if thou hadst not yet 
Within the meshes of death’s net been caught 

So did one speak, and I already had 
Myself explained, had I not now been fixed 


nce, 
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Where of myself nought further I discern. 

I’ve brought thee here by knowledge and with skill ; 
Henceforth thy pleasure for thy leader take: 
Steep paths and narrow thou hast left behind. 

Behold the sun, which shines upon thy brow, 

See the fine grass, the flowers and all the shrubs, 
Which of itself alone this land brings forth. 

Until in gladness those fair eyes arrive, 

Which by their tears drew me at first to thee, 
Here canst thou sit, and ’mid it all canst walk. 

No further word nor sign from me expect ; 

Free and upright and sound is now thy will, 
And sin ’twould be its bidding not to do; 
Bishop and king of self I hail thee now. 
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CANTO XXVIII. 


The Earthly Paradise—Lethe—The Solitary Lady— 
Origin of Water and Wind in the Divine Grove— 
Character of the Place. 


AGER already in and round to search 
The grove divine, thick planted, full of life, 
That to mine eyes tempered the young day 
glare, 
Without delay I passed the boundary line, 
And step by step paced slowly o’er the plain, 
Across the sward mid fragrance on all sides. 
Softly a breeze, that in itself had nought 
To change its course, upon my forehead smote 
With stroke no heavier than a gentle wind; 
Whereby the fronds in easy tremor waved, 
Inclining all together to the point . 
Where first the holy mount its shadow casts, 
And yet from their erect position not 
So swayed, that little birds on topmost spray 
Should cease to practice all their various skill; 
But filled with joy, the early breezes they 
With singing welcomed, hidden in the leaves, 
Which to their treble murmuring bass supplied, 
Such as is that, which swells from bough to bough, 
Through the deep pine grove on Chiassi’s shore, 
When Aolus lets the Scirocco loose. 
Already my slow pace had carried me, 
So far within the ancient grove that I 
Could see no longer where I entered in. 
And lo! a streamlet checked my forward path, 


CANTO XXVIIL SOK 


That with its tiny waves towards the left 
The herbage bent, that grows ont from the hank. 

All waters, that the purest are on earth. 

Would seem some mixture in themselves to hold. 
Compared to this, which in it nonght conceals: 

Browner although than brown it run its way 
” Neath the perpetual shade, which never there 
Allows or sun or moon to penetrate. 

My feet I stayed. and with mine eyes I passed 
Beyond the brook in admiration of 
‘The vast variety of fresh blown sprays ; 

And there appeared to me (as when appears 
Something quite suddenly, that doth displace 
In wonderment our every other thought) 

A solitary damsel, who pursued 
Her way with song, selecting flower on flower, 
Wherewith her path was painted all along. 

<< Ah! Lady fair, who in the beams of love 
Art warmed, if I may trust the semblances 
That are the wonted tell-tales of the heart, 

Be it thy will more forward to advance,” 

I said to her, ‘“‘ towards the river’s brink 
So far, that I may hear what thou dost sing. 

"To me thou dost recall, where and how fair 
Was Proserpine, what time the mother lost 
The child, and child let fall her primrose wreath,” 

As in the dance a Lady turns with feet 
Pressed to the ground, and close together held, 
And one foot scarce before the other sets, 

So o’er the scarlet and the yellow flowers 

She turned to me with grace none other than 

A maid’s, who downward droops her modest eyes; 
And my petition met to heart’s content, 

Drawing thus near me that her dulcet notes 
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And words reached me with meaning full expressed. 
Arrived already where the grasses are 
Bathed by the rippling of the beauteous stream; 
She granted me the boon of eyes upraised. 
I do not think such radiance beaméd forth 
Beneath the lids of Venus, when her son 
Her boson pierced with inadvertent shaft. 
Erect upon the farther bank she smiled, 
As with her hands she culled yet brlghter bloom, 
Which on that lofty land spring up unsown. 
Three paces ’tween us did the river set; 
But Hellespont, where Xerxes crossed, (a curb 
E’en still on all the pride of men,) was ne’er 
So hateful to Leander for the tide 
That between Sestos and Abydos rolls, 
As was this stream that opened not to me. 
‘‘ New comers are ye, and perchance because 
I smile,” ’gan she, “in this spot chosen first 
To be the nest for all the human race, 
Ye in astonishment remain perplexed ; 
But Delectas¢z in the Psalms may give 
Light that shall clear the mist from off your 112! 
And thou, who foremost art, and me didst pray, 
Say if aught else thou ’dst hear ; ready I come 
For all you ask, as far as may suffice.” 
“This stream,” I said, “and from the grove thiS soll 
Impugn within me a new faith in what 
I heard declared, which these things contravene” 
Then she: “ Thee will I tell what the cause is, 
Whence this proceeds, whereat thou art amaze? 
And so dispel the mist in which thou ’rt caught- 
The Supreme Good, whom Self alone contents, 
Made mankind good for good, and gave this pla 
To him as earnest of eternal peace. 
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CANTO XXIX. 


At the left wheel did four hold festival, 

Arrayed in purple, following the beat 

Of one, who in her forehead had three eyes. 
In order close upon the group just sketched, 

I saw two ancients in their garb unlike, 

But of like mien, each dignified and calm. 
The one was plainly a disciple of 

Hippocrates, the chief whom nature made 

To serve the beings that she holds most dear. 
The other showed the contrary intent, 

Girt with a brightly gleaming sword and sharp, 

Such as across the stream filled me with fear. 
Next saw I four of meek exterior; 

And behind all, an old man by himself, 

Walking asleep, but with expressive face. 
Like the first company these seven also 

Were habited; but of the lily’ s bloom 

No chaplets on the head a garden made, 
But rather of the rose, and such red flowers. 

Seen at a little distance one had sworn 

That ’bove the brow all was aglow with fire. 
And when the car over against me stood, 

Thunder was heard ; and for that stately throng 

Further advance seemed to be dis-allowed, 
As with the vanguard ensigns they stood still. 
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E'en so embosomed in a cloud of flowers, 
Which from the hands angelical went up, 
And downward fell within and all around, 

With olive wreath upon a white veil laid, 
Appeared a Lady ’neath a mantle green, 
Clothed in the colour of a living flame. 

Y Spirit which already had been left 

Through length of years so many, nor had felt 

“TUshed in her presence and awe-stricken lost, 

Ithout the knowledge that the eye conveys, 

Y Secret virtue from herself diffused, 

, Slt now the mighty power of ancient love. 
002 as the influence sublime upon 
My vision fell, which me had pierced of yore, 
Ere I had passed the term of boyhood’s age, 
tUrned me to the left with such regard, 
When the infant to its mother runs, 
it terrified, or if in pain he be, 
T0 Say to Virgil: ‘‘ Not a drachma e’en 
S left of blood, that thrills not now in me; 
Tecognize the sparks of th’ ancient fire.” 
Pu Virgil had left us, us all bereft 
Of him, of Virgil, sweetest father mine, 
Virgil, to whom my soul’s health I gave up; 
Nor all that once our ancient mother lost, 
Could so avail the cheeks erst cleansed in dew, 
That they should not be soiled again with tears. 
« Dante, because Virgilius goes away, 
Weep not as yet, I say again, not yet, 
For weep thou must, but by another sword.” 
As admiral, who on the poop and prow 
Comes to inspect the men that serve aboard 
His other ships, and cheers them to brave deeds, 
When at the sound of my own name I turned, 
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He turned his steps to ways that were not true; 
False images of good did he pursue, 
Which ne’er repay the promises they make. 
Availed it nought by prayer to win for him 
Good thoughts, inspired in dream and other ways, 
With which to call him back; so little he 
Gave heed, and fell so low, all arguments 
Proved short of what his soul’s health needed still, 
Except the vision of the lost below. 
For this I visited the gate of death, 
And to the Guide, who hither led him up, 
My prayers with tears abundant were addressed. 
Broken would be the high decree of God, 
Should Lethe now be passed, and her sweet food 
Be tasted, without forfeit duly paid 
Of Penance, such as gusheth forth in tears. 
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In stately movement came the other Three, 
Themselves approving of the highest grade, 
Dancing to measure of their angel song. 

“Turn, Beatrice, O turn thy saintly eyes 
To thine own liegeman,” such their burden was, 
“ Who to see thee, hath trode so many a step. 

Of Grace grant us this grace, that thou unveil 
To him thy mouth, that so he may behold 
The second beauty that thou dost conceal.” 

O Splendour of Eternal, Living Light, 

Who is there that beneath Parnassus shade 
Hath pallid grown, or of its waters drunk, 

That would not find his mind obscured in clond, 
Striving to show thee, as thou didst appear, 
Where Heaven around thee weaves its harmonies, 

As in clear air thou didst thyself reveal ? 
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CANTO XXXII. 


The Earthly Paradise—The Vicissitudes of the Sacred (6- 
Symbolical Tree—The Eagle—The Fox— The Drag” 
The Monstrous Transformation of the Car 
The Harlot and the Giant. 


O close mine eyes were fixed and rivetted, 
DB Greedy to slake the thirst of ten long ye 
That all my other senses were extinct; 

And walls on either side of them rose up 

Of sheer indifference; so did the saintly smile 

With the old net drew them to it alone; 
When forcibly my gaze was turned aside 

Towards my left hand by the god-like Three, 

Hearing from all the one cry ‘‘ Too intent.” 
And that condition which affects the sight 

Of eyes just dazzled by the solar rays, 

Left me of vision for the nonce bereft. 
But when for lesser objects sight returned, 

Lesser I say, as measured by the vast 

Vision of light from which perforce I’d turned, 
I saw the glorious army had wheel’d round 

Upon the right, and thus returning had 

The sun and seven flames in face of it. 
As for protection underneath their shields 

A squadron turns, and by its ensign wheels, 

Before the whole as yet has changed its front, 
So the militia of the heavenly King, 

Which led the van, had all in file passed by, 

Before the pole had swung the chariot round. 
Then to the wheels the Ladies turned again, 
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Ne’er to the teeth the living voice is dragg’d, 

So it befell me; for in faltering tones, 

“ My Lady,” I began, “my every need 
You know, and what is good for it.” 

Then she to me: “ From fear and from all shame 
My will is now thou disentangle thee, 

So that thou speak no more as one who dreams. 

Know that the vessel, which the dragon broke 
Was and is not; but let the guilty one 
Know well, by sops God’s vengeance is not scared. 

Not for all time without an heir will be 
Th’ eagle that left his feathers in the Car, 
Whence it a monster, then a prey became. 

For I see surely, and therefore announce, 

Stars even now are near, which bring to us 
A time safe from assault and every check, 

In which a Five Hundred, a Ten and Five, 

Sent forth by God, shall slay the adultress and 
The giant too, the partner of her guilt. 

And should perchance my message, thus obscure 
As Themis and the Sphinx, persuade thee fess, 
Since in their style it clouds intelligence ; 

Events will soon the son of Laius prove, 

Who shall this hard enigma well explain, 
Without the loss of cattle or of crops, 

Note all this well, and as from me these words 
Proceed, so teach them unto those that live 
The life which only is a race to death; 

And bear in mind, when thou dost write them 
That thou hide nought that in the tree thou’ 
Which twice hath now in this place been di 

Whoe'er spoils that, or doth those branches 
By deed of blasphemy outrageth God, 
Who made it holy for His only use. 
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His half dead powers unto full life recall.” 

Like gentle soul that proffers no excuse, 
But as its own adopts another’s will, 

As soon as this by outward sign is shown, 

So straightway, as she took me by the hand, 
Moved the fair Ladye on; and, ‘“ With him come,” 
She said to Statius with true woman’s grace. 

If, Reader, I had but a broader page 
To write on, I would sing to thee in part 
Of the sweet draught, which ne’er had sated me: 

But because now the pages are filled full, 
Prepared for this my second canticle, 

‘The curb of art lets me no farther go. 

Back I returned from that most holy stream, 
Regenerate in fashion of young trees, 

Freshly revived in their young foliage, 

Pure, and disposed to mount up to the stars. 
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PARADISO. 


CANTO I. 


The Proem— Opening Invocation—Ascent into the 
Sphere of Fire. 
Mode of Ascent— Order of the Universe. 


IS Glory, Who in motion sets all things, 
EU Pervades the Universe; in one place more, 
In other less, His Splendour shineth back. 

Within that heaven, which of His Light receives 

The most, I was, and things beheld, which one 

Who thence descends, nor knows nor can relate; 
Because approaching to its own Desire, 

Our understanding plungeth in so deep, 

That memory cannot from so far return. 
Yet still whatever of that holy realin 

I could store up as treasure in my mind, 

Shall now the matter be of this my song. 
Gracious Apollo, for my final task 

Make me such vessel of thy power, as thou 

Dost claim, ere thy loved laurel thou bestow. 
Thus far the one peak of Parnassus hath 
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For me sufficed ; but now I need them both 
To enter the arena that remains. 

Enter my breast, and breathe thou now, as erst 
Thou breathed’st on the day, when Marsyas 
Thou from the scabbard of his limbs didst draw. 

O Power Divine, if of Thyself thou lend 
So much, that but the shadow I may show 
Of that blest realm, which on my brain is stamped, 

Me shalt thou see, thine own loved tree approach, 
And crown me then with leaves, to which the theme 
And thy own self shall have entitled me. 

At times so rare, O Father, are these culled 
For poet’s or for Ceesar’s triumph day, 

(Fault of men’s wills unto their utter shame) 

That from Peneian wreath a new born joy 
To Delphic Deity’s own joy should spring, 
When for it any man thirsts eagerly. 

A mighty flame follows a little spark: 

Perchance when I am gone, in better words 
Prayers may go up that Cirrha shall accept. 

Through divers outlets riseth unto men 
The world’s great lamp, but from that one, whereil 
Four circles with three crosses are combined, 

On better course, with more propitious star 
Conjoined, it goeth forth; and to its mood 
Adjusts and stamps with seal the wax of earth. 

Such outlet there had made it almost morn, 

And almost evening here; one hemisphere 
Was there all white, and black the other half, 

When Beatrice I saw, turned round towàrds 
The left, with steadfast gaze into the sun ; 
Thereon did eagle ne’er so fix his eye. 

And as a second ray forth from the first 
Is wont to issue, and reboundeth then 
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Alone doth this bow with its arrows reach, 

But those that have both intellect and love. 

he Providence, that doth all this adjust, 

Stills with its Light the calm of Heaven alway, 
Wherein revolves that which hath swiftest speed. 
nd thither now, as our appointed bourne, 

The virtue of the string bears us, which guides 
Unto a goal of bliss what it propels. 

rue is’t, that as the form ofttimes doth not 
Accord with the intention of the art, 

Because material to respond is deaf, 

’en so from this direction may depart 

Sometimes the creature, that hath power to swerve, 
Impell’d it may be in another way, 

so may be seen downfalling from a cloud 

‘The flash of fire) if the first impetus 

Be wrested earthward by a false delight. 

‘or shouldst thou wonder more, if well I judge, 
At thine ascent, than at the rivulet 

From a high hill descending to the plain. 
7onder ’twould be at thee, if now released 

From hindrance, thou had’st settled down below ; 
As though a living flame could rest on earth.” 
nd Heavenward then she turned her eyes again. 
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CANTO II. 


The first Heaven of the Moon—Imperfect Vows—Admont 
to Readers— Ascent into the Moon—The Lunar Spots- 
The Influences of the Stars. 


YE, who seated in your little boat, 
Q Eager to hear my tale, pursue your course 
In my ship’s wake, as she with song rides 01, 

Turn back to visit your own shores again; 

Not yours to tempt the open sea; for p’rhaps 
In losing me, you might your reckoning lose. 

None hath e’er crossed the waters I now hold; 
Minerva breathes, Apollo at the helm, 

. And Muses nine are pointing me the Bears. 

But ye, ye other few, who have outstretched 
The neck betimes to feed on Angels’ Bread, ' 
Which here is Life, though with It none fulfilled, 

Well may ye launch upon the deep salt sea 
Your vessel, waiting close upon my wake 
As in your front the waters re-unite. 

The glorious heroes, who to Colchis sailed, 
Ne’er in amazement gazed, as ye will do, 
When they saw Jason to a ploughman changed. 

The thirst perpetual, innate at our birth, 

Bore us towards the Realm of God’s own Fort, 
Well nigh as swift, as Heaven ye see revolve. 

Upward gazed Beatrice, and I on her, 

And quick perhaps as arrow hits the mark, 
Winging its flight, when from the notch discharget 

I saw myself arrived; where a strange thing 

Diverted to itself mine eyes: whereon 
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Experiment some day will set thee free, 
Familiar source of all your streams of art. 
‘Three mirrors take, and equidistant two, 
From thee remove; a third thine eye shali catch 
Between the first two placed, but farther off. 
Turning to these, mind that behind thee stands 
A lamp, which on the mirrors three may shine, 
And reach to thee reflected from them all. 
Although in quantity expandeth not 
So wide the distant image, thou wilt see 
‘That with an equal brightness its rays shine. 
Now as by contact with the warmer beams 
What lay beneath denuded is of snow, 
Both as to colour and the previous chill, 
So thy intelligence, left open now, 
Will I instruct with such a living light, 
As shall appear to thee like twinkling star. 
Within the heaven of Divine repose 
Revolves a body, in whose virtue lies 
The being of all things that it enfolds. 
‘The heaven next this, that hath so much to show, 
This being shares ’mong essences diverse, 
i Distinct themselves, but all in it contained; 
The other spheres, with various differences, 
All the distinctions proper to themselves 
Dispose unto their ends, and fruitfulness. 
Thus do these organs of the world go on, 
As clearly now thou seest, from grade to grade, 
And work below with what comes from above. 
Observe me well, how from this point I move 
On to the truth thou’dst learn, so that henceforth 
Thou mayst know how to cross the ford alone. 
‘The motion of these holy spheres and all 
Their virtue, as the hammer’s art by smith, 











CANTO III. 349 


not recall thee readily ; 

thou sayest cometh now in aid; 

tis thy features to retrace. 

ye who here find happiness, 

ire a more exalted place 

cope, or there to find more friends? ”’ 
xchanged at first with th’ other shades ; 
made answer to me with such joy, 
ippeared to burn in love’s first fire. 
ir wills the grace of charity 

r calm, and makes us only wish 

we have, and thirst for nothing else. 
1 a station higher still, 

sire in us would not accord 

of Him, who here assigns our place ; 
wilt see in these spheres cannot be, 
)ve be here necessity ; 

; real nature thou examine well. 
formal cause of this our bliss 
urselves within the will of God, 

‘he wills of all of us are one. 

2 dwell, all in gradation due 

ut the realm, is to the realm its joy, 
«ing, who wills our will be His; 

will indeed is all our peace ; 

ea, whereto all things flow on, 

‘ates and nature fashioneth.” 

then to me how everywhere 

.’tis Paradise, e’en though the grace 
upreme falls not in equal showers. 
s, if sated with one dish, 

1other appetite remains, 

juested, that declined with thanks, 

[ by gesture and in word, 
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That at the first my sight endured it not, 
And this made me the slower to ask more. 
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If not, such longing would be mockery. 

Doubt for this cause, like sucker from the stock, 
Springs at the foot of Truth, and nature ’tis, 
That spurs us upward, on from height to height. 

This prompts me, and a confidence inspires, 
With reverence due, My Lady, to ask thee 
Of still another truth, as yet obscure. 

I fain would know if man can satisfy 
Vows unfulfilled by other pious works, 

Which in your scales will not be found too light. 

On me looked Beatrice with eyes brimfull 
Of sparks of love, and so divine withal, 

That all my force gave way; I turned aside, 

Almost bewildered, with mine eyes downcast. . 


” 
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CANTO V. 


The first Heaven of the Moon—Imperfect Vows— Their 
Sanctity and the Possibility of their Commutation. 
Ascent into the Second Heaven of Mercury Saints Active 
and Beneficent—The Emperor Justinian. 


6 6GYF with the fire of love I flame on thee 
dl Beyond the measure seen on earth below, 
So that thy powers of vision I transcend, 

No marvel for thee, for from perfect sight 

Proceedeth this, which, as it apprehends, 

To good thus apprehended moves its foot. 
Clearly I see how the Eternal Light 

Already shines in thy intelligence, 

Which, only seen, ever enkindleth love; 
And if some other thing your love seduce, 

Naught is it but some vestige of this Light, 

Ill understood, that shineth back therein. 
Thou tain wouldst know if by some service else 

Shortcoming of a vow thou canst amend, 

So that the soul be safe from counter plea.” 
This Canto thus did Beatrice begin, 

And like to one that cuts not short his speech, 

Continued thus her holy argument. 
«The greatest gift which in His Bounty God 

Made in Creation, and the most conformed 

To His own Goodness, and by Him most prized, 
Was the full liberty of Will, wherewith 

The creatures of intelligence alike, 

All, and they only, were and are endowed. 
Now will be seen, if here thou reason well, 
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Be not contained as four is found in six. 
Therefore what thing so e’er doth so much weigh 
In its own worth as aye to turn the scale, 
Can ne’er be satisfied by other fine. 
Let mortals ne’er at hazard risk a vow; 
If made stand to’t; but first be wide awake; 
Not like Jephthah, with pledge of what first comes; 
Whom it behoved rather to say, “I'm wrong,” 
Than keeping faith do worse: as foolish too 
The Greeks’ great Captain thou wilt find, by whom 
For her fair face Iphigenia wept, 
And for her too made fools and sages weep, 
Who heard the story of the cruel rite. 
- Tread, O ye Christians, with a graver step: 
Be not as feathers sport of every breeze, 
Nor think that every water cleanseth you. 
Ye have the Testament, the Old and New, 
And for your guide the Shepherd of the Church ; 
For your salvation this sufficeth you. 
If evil appetite call otherwise, 
Be ye as men, and not like foolish sheep, 
So that no Jew among you may deride; 
Act not, as doth the lamb, that leaves the milk 
Of its own dam, in silly wantonness, 
And fights with its own shadow in disport.” 
Thus Beatrice to me, as now I write: 
Then turned she round, with longing filled, towards 
That point, where the world finds its fullest life. 
Her pause in speech and her transfigured form 
Silence imposed on my own eager mind, 
Which had new questions ready to advance; 
And as an arrow, which upon the mark 
Strikes, ere vibration of the string hath ceased, 
So sped we on into the second realm. 
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O worthy soul, thy place within the sphere 
Most veiled from mortals in Another’s rays.” 
Such were my words, directed towards the light, 
That first addressed me, whereupon it grew 
Brighter by far than it had been before. 
Just as the sun, that hideth its own self 
In light excessive, as its heat dries up 
The tempering virtues of the denser airs, 
So in access of joy was hid from me 
In its own glorious rays the holy form, 
That, closely thus invested, answered me 
In mode, wherein the following canto sings. 
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And from within this present pearl of ours 
With glorious sheen Roméo shines, whose work, 
So grand and goodly, ill requital found. 

But the Provengals, who ’gainst him conspired, 
No laugh may have therein ; for ill he fares, 
Who makes of other’s good deeds his own loss. 

Four daughters, and each one a queen, Raymond 
Berlinghieri had; and this for him 
A humble stranger won, Roméo hight. 

Ambiguous words moved afterwards the Count 
To bring to reckoning this most honest man, 
Who seven and five laid down, when ten were asked 

Then he departed, penniless and old; 

And did the world but know the heart he bore, 
Begging by mouthfuls for a livelihood, 
Much as it lauds him, it would laud him more. 
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Second Heaven of Mercury— Spirits Active and Beneficent— 
The Death of Christ—Redemption—Immortality of the Soul. 


6 6 SANNA sanctus Deus Sabaoth, 
Gg Superillustrans claritate tua 
Felices ignes horum malachoth.” 

Thus as in cadence with his notes he wheeled, 
That Substance, over whom a double light 
Sheds twofold beams, was seen by me to sing. 

He and the others in their dance moved off; 
And, as might be a shower of swiftest sparks, 
In sudden distance veiled them from my view. 

In hesitation to myself I said : 

‘Tell her, ay tell it out, my Lady tell, 
Who with her sweet outpourings slakes my thirst.” 

But that rev’rence which full possession takes 
Of me, if Be and /ce be but breathed, 

Again down-bowed me, as a man who sleeps. 

Short while did Beatrice allow me thus; 

And she began, beaming on me a smile, 
That might a man enrapture e’en in flames; 

‘‘ By a discernment, that ne’er plays me false, 

In thought thou hast it, how just vengeance could 
Ever with justice be in turn avenged. 

But quickly will I set thy mind at rest: 

And give me now thine ear, for these my words 

The boon of grave decision shall impart. 
Brooking no curb upon his power of will, 

E’en for his good, the man, who never was 

Of woman born, self damning, damned his race; 
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A vow’s high value, if it be so made, 
That God consents, when thou consentest too. 
For in the compact made ’tween God and man, 
This treasure makes a victim of itself, 
Such as I say; and makes the deed its act. 
What compensation then can any give ? 
Think’st thou to use well, what thou hast giv’n a 
*T would be to turn ill gains to good account. 
On the main question now thou art assured ; 
But since herein dispenseth Holy Church, 
Which counter seems to what I have declared, 
Needs must thou yet awhile at table sit, 
In that the tough meat thou hast fed upon 
Requires for thy digestion farther help. 
Open thy mind to what I now explain, 
And keep it fixed within, for to have heard 
And not remember, doth no knowledge make. 
Two things combine to form the essence of 
This sacrifice; the first the matter is, 
Whereof ’tis made; the compact is the next. 
This last at no time can be cancellèd, 
If not observed ; and in respect of this, 
It has above been laid precisely down. 
Hence with the Jews necessity there was 
The offerings still to make, though some of these 
Might be commuted, as thou well must know. 
The other, being matter, as was shown, 
May well be such that there shall be no fault, 
If it for other matter be exchanged. 
Yet from his shoulder let none lift the load 
At his mere choice, until for him has turned 
As well the golden as the silver key. 
And all exchange as only folly deem, 
If in the substitute the thing dismissed 
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Be not contained as four is found in six. 
Therefore what thing so e’er doth so much weigh 
In its own worth as aye to turn the scale, 
Can ne’er be satisfied by other fine. 
t mortals ne’er at hazard risk a vow; 
If made stand to’t; but first be wide awake; 
Not like Jephthah, with pledge of what first comes; 
om it behoved rather to say, “ I’m wrong,” 
Than keeping faith do worse: as foolish too 
he Greeks’ great Captain thou wilt find, by whom 
Or her fair face Iphigenia wept, 
d for her too made fools and sages weep, 
o heard the story of the cruel rite. 
d, O ye Christians, with a graver step: 
€ not as feathers sport of every breeze, 
Or think that every water cleanseth you. 
4Ve the Testament, the Old and New, 
NA for your guide the Shepherd of the Church; 
Fevii Your salvation this sufficeth you. 
B Appetite call otherwise, 
© Ye as men, and not like foolish sheep, 
So that no Jew among you may deride; 
Act Mot, as doth the lamb, that leaves the milk 
OF its own dam, in silly wantonness, 
And fights with its own shadow in disport.” 
THUS Beatrice to me, as now I write: 
€n turned she round, with longing filled, towards 
hat point, where the world finds its fullest life. 
Her pause in speech and her transfigured form 
Silence imposed on my own eager mind, 
Which had new questions ready to advance; 
And as an arrow, which upon the mark 
Strikes, ere vibration of the string hath ceased, 
So sped we on into the second realm. 


























376 PARADISO. 


On men as wax, works her art well, but yet 


Makes no selection as to where they’re housed. 


Hence comes it that Esau from Jacob is 
Quite of another breed ; Quirinus too 
Of sire so mean, that unto Mars he’s traced. 

Engendered nature would pursue its way 
True to the nature of its ancesfry, 

If Providence Divine did not o’errule. 

So what was in the rear confronts thee now; 
But to assure thee that I like thee well, 
With a corollary will I clothe thee. 

Nature always, if by a fortune met 
Discordant with herself, like other seeds 
In soil unsuitable, results in ill; 

And if the world below would set its mind 
On the foundation nature layeth down, 
And follow it, its people would be good. 

But you into religion twist awry 
One meant by birth to gird him with a sword; 
And one make king, more fit to sermonize; 

And thus your footsteps wander off the way. 
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And the Piave and the Brenta springs, 
Riseth a hill, not mounting very high, 

From which there once descended a firebrand, 

That made great havock of that country side. 
From one and the same root sprang it and I; 

Cunizza was my name, and here I shine 

Again, because by this bright star o’ercome. 
But gladly I forgive myself the cause 

That here assigned my lot; nor pains it me; 

Which to your vulgar may perhaps seem bold. 
Of this dear Jewel, lustrous in its light, 

The nearest unto me, our heaven’s own joy, 

Great fame abideth still; and ere it die, 
This hundredth year shall five times multiply. 

See what the man should be in excellence, 

Whose first life leaves a second to ensue. 
Of this recks not the present herd enclosed 

"Tween Tagliamento and the Adigè, 

Nor doth defeat yet bring them to repent. 
But soon ’twill be that Padua at the pool 

Will change the water that Vicenza bathes, 

Races to duty aye refractory. 
And where the Silè and Cagnano meet, 

One lords it now, marching with head on high, 

To capture whom the net is weaving now. 
The crime of its ungodly Shepherd yet 

Will Feltro mourn: his sin so infamous, 

That none e’er entered Malta for the like. 
Broad beyond measure should the caldron be, 

That of the Ferrarese can hold the blood; 

And weary he, who weighs it ounce by ounce; 
Of which this gracious priest will make a gift 

To show the side he takes; and such largess 

Well to the living of that land conforms. 








CANTO IX. 


Whose envy costs the world so many a tear, 
Brings forth and spreads abroad th’ accursed flower, 
Which sheep and lambs alike hath sent astray, 
For of the shepherd it hath made a wolf. 
For this the Gospel and great Doctors are 
Set on one side, and the Decretals now 
Studied alone, as well their margins show. 
Intent on this the Pope and Cardinals 
Ne'er pass in thought to Nazareth, the place, 
Whither on open wings came Gabriel. 
But Vatican and other chosen spots 
Of Rome, wherein the Warrior host, who trode 
In Peter's steps, once found their sepulchres, 
Shall soon be freed from this adultery. 
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384 PARADISO. 


That Beatrice in oblivion was eclipsed ; 
Yet not displeasèd she; thereat she smiled, 
So that the radiance of her laughing eyes 
Dispersed to many things my centred thoughts. 
Vivid, surpassing, many lights I saw 
Their centre make of us, themselves a crown, 
Sweeter in voice than radiant to the sight. 
Latona’s daughter thus sometimes we see 
Encircled, when the air so pregnant is, 
That it retains the thread that weaves her belt. 
Within the heavenly court, whence I return, 
Are many gems, precious and beautiful, 
Which from that kingdom cannot here be broug15t 
And among them the song those lights did sing: 
Who cannot plume his wing to soar so high, 
Must wait the story till the dumb man speaks. 
With strains of song those burning suns did then 
In thrice repeated circle round us wheel, 
Like neighbouring stars around their firmset pole> 
They seemed as ladies, not withdrawn from dance, 
Who pause in silence, till with ear attent, 
They catch again the notes of the new strain. 
And from within one did I hear begin: 
‘« Since now the ray of Grace, whereat True Love 
Takes fire, and then in loving finds increase, 
So brightly shines, self multiplied, in thee, 
That up that stairway it leads thee aloft ; 
Whence save to reascend, descendeth none, 
He who would wine deny thee from his cup, 
Thy thirst to slake, would have no liberty, 
Save as a stream that flows not to the sea. 
Thou fain would’st know what plants and flowers bede 
This garland which encircles lovingly 
The Lady Fair, who gives thee strength for heaven. 


CANTO X. 385 


I was a lamb among that sacred flock, 
Which Dominic leads by a way whereon 
One fattens well, who goeth not astray. 

‘This, who the nearest standeth on my right, 
Albert, my brother and my master, was; 
He of Cologne, Thomas Aquino I. 

[f of the rest thou would be certified, 

Let thine eyes follow upward on my words, 
Making the circuit of the blessed wreath. 

That second glow of fire issues from smiles 
Of Gratian, who to either court did give 
Such help as favour finds in Paradise. 

The other, who next him adorns our choir, 
‘The Peter was, who, with the poor widow, 
Bestowed his treasure upon Holy Church. 

The fifth light, which the fairest is of us, 
Breathes from such love, that the whole world below 
Tidings of him doth greedily desire. 

Within it is the lofty mind, where dwelt 
Such depth of wisdom, that if truth be true, 
No second e’er arose to see so much. 

Beside him note the shining taper’s flame, 
That e’en in flesh below inly discerned 
The Angels’ nature and their ministry. 

Within the little sparkling fire there smiles 
That brave defender of the Christian days, 
Whose classic treatise served Augustine well. 

And if with the mind’s eye thou follow on 
From light to light in sequence of my praise, 
Already thou dost thirst to know the eighth. 

[n vision of all Good that holy soul 
Inly rejoiceth, and makes manifest 
The world’s deceit to all who listen well. 

The body, whence it was forth driven, lies 
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CANTO XI. 


Emptier of milk return they to the fold. 
‘There are of them who dread impending harm, 
And to the shepherd cling; but these so few, 
‘That scanty cloth will furnish all with gowns. 
Now if my words have not been indistinct, 
If with due heed thou well hast given ear, 
If to thy mind thou call back what I said, 
‘Thy wish in part should now be satisfied, 
For thou wilt see the stock from which they split, 
And meaning also of the belted monk, 
‘: Where fattens well whoso goes not astray.” 
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CANTO XII. 395 


Did he demand ; but ’gainst an erring world 
License to fight for that true seed of Faith, 

From which these twice twelve trees enclose thee round. 

With doctrine and a hearty will combined, 

With apostolic mission clothed, he went 
Like torrent bursting from deep reservoir; 

Against the stumps of heresy he dashed 
With force impetuous, more eager there, 

Where the resistance was more obstinate. 

From him then diverse streamlets flowed, wherewith 
The Garden Catholic is wateréd, 

And in more vigorous life its saplings stand. 

If such were one wheel of the two-wheeled car, 
Wherein the Holy Church made her defence, 
And in the field subdued her civil strife, 

To thee should now be manifest what was 
The other’s excellence, whereof, before 
I came, in words so gracious Thomas spake. 

But the wheel’s track, marked by the highest part 
Of its circumference, is now effaced, 

And crusted wine to mouldiness is turned. 

His very children, who once walked right on, 

With feet in his footsteps, now backward tread, 
And with their toes press where his heels had stood: 

And soon the harvest will be manifest 
Of this ill tillage, when the tares lament 
That unto them the granary is denied. 

But whoso sifts our record leaf by leaf, 

Assured I speak, may yet a page discern, 
Where he may read: ‘“‘I am as I was wont.” 

But not from Acquasparta nor Casal 
Come such; thence rather to the Rule come they, 
Of whom one shirks, another tightens it. 

Bonaventura’s living soul am I, 


396 PARADISO. 


Of Bagnoregis, who in great emprize 

Set ever on one side left-handed work. 
Illuminato, Agostino too 

Are here, who with first the bare-footed friars 

Beneath the cord became the friends of God. 
Hugh of San Victor is among them here 

Pier Mangiador, and Peter too, of Spain, 

Who still in his twelve volumes shines below ; 
Nathan, the Seer of old, and Chrysostom 

The Patriarch, Anselm, Donato too, 

Who to the primer deign’d to set his hand; 
Here is Rabanus; and beside me shines 

The Abbot of Calabria, Joachim, 

Who with prophetic spirit was endowed. 
To rivalry of such a Paladin 

Stirred was I by the glowing courtesy 

Of Brother Thomas and his choice address; 
And stirred with me was all his company. 


398 PARADISO. 


As current of Chiana is outstripped 

By that sphere which all motion else transcends. 
No Pcean there, nor Bacchic hymn is sung, 

But Persons Three, Divine in nature, and 

In One Person This with the human joined. 

The song and dance their measure had fulfilled, 
And upon us those saintly lights were fixed, 
Happy in duties alternating thus. 

Consentient silence mid those godlike saints 
That Light first broke, from which the wondrou> 
Of God's poor beggar had been told to me; 

And said: ‘“ Since now one straw has been well rat ** 
And all its grain has now been storèd up, 

To thresh the other me sweet Love invites. 

Thine the belief that in the breast from whence 
The rib was drawn to form her beauteous cheek » 
Whose palate’s pleasure costs the world so dear» 

And in that Breast, which piercèd by the spear, 

For past and future satisfaction such 
Did make, as turns the scale of all our guilt, 

Whate’er of Light to human nature is 
Allowed, in fullest measure was infused 
By the same Virtue, Who created both; 

Wherefore thou wond’rest at what I above 
Declared, stating no second e’er possessed 
The Good, which in the fifth Light is enclosed- 

But open now thine eyes to my reply, 

And thou wilt see my words and thy belief 
Set in the Truth, like centre in an orb. 

That which can die, and that which cannot die, 
Is but the lustre of the Ideal Form 
Which in the act of Love our Sire begets ; 

Because that Living Light, which floweth forth 
From Fount of Light, and never disunites 
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CANTO XIII. 401 


Melissus, Brissus and Parmenides, 
And many more going, they knew not where: 

‘> did Sabellius, Arius and those fools 
‘Who to the Scriptures placed themselves like swords, 
That show fair faces in distorted forms. 
or yet again let people be too sure 
In forming judgment, like a man who counts 
The ears in corn field, ere they yet are ripe: 
or I have seen the livelong winter through 
A wild briar show prickly and stiff at first, 
Yet later bearing roses to the top; 

And ship I’ve seen trimly ere while and swift 
Skimming her passage o’er the open sea, 
Founder at last upon the haven’s mouth. 

No Mistress Bertha nor Sir Martin may, 

Seeing one steal, and one give alms, suppose 
They see the inner purposes of God, 
For one may rise, the other fall away. 








404 PARADISO. 


Nor shall such light to us o’erwhelming be; 
For every organ of the body will 
Be strong to bear all that shall give delight.” 
Promptly and briskly, as it seemed to me, 
Each choir assented with an Amen that 
Well showed how they for their dead bodies yearned’ 
Not for themselves perchance alone, but for 
Their fathers, mothers, and all dear to them, 
Or ever they became eternal fires. 
And lo! all round in equal brightness sprang 
A glory that encompassed what was there, 
Like an horizon that begins to clear. 
And as at rise of evening’s first twilight 
New forms in heaven begin to show, so that 
To sight they seem untrue, yet true, 
New substances did there appear to me 
To come in view, and form a circle round 
Outside the other two circumferences. 
O true effulgence of the Holy Breath ! 
How dazzling ’twas, as suddenly it fell 
Upon mine eyes with light they could not bear! 
But Beatrice vouchsafed to me her smiles 
In beauty such, that with what other sights 
Beyond my memory reach, must it be left. 
Gaining from her the strength to raise mine eyes, 
I saw me with my Lady borne aloft, 
Alone with her, to more exalted bliss. 
That higher I’d been raised, I well perceived 
By smiles of fiery brightness in the star, 
Which showed a ruddier than its wonted red. 
With my whole heart and with the tongue that’s on 
With all of us, I made a holocaust 
To God for such new grace vouchsafed. 
Nor from my breast had yet burnt out the flame 





406 PARADISO. 


As one that understands not, though he hears. 
So much was I thereof enamourèd, _ 
That till that hour there never had been aught, 
That held me captive in so sweet a thrall. 
Perhaps my words may seem somewhat too rash, 
Postponing yet the charm of those fair eyes, 
Gazing on which my longing finds repose; 
But who considers that the Living Seals 
Of all that’s fair, wax mightier as they rise, 
And that I had not yet turned round to these, 
May me excuse, where I myself accuse 
In self excuse; and see I speak the Truth; 
For holy joy is not excluded here, 
Since as it rises, it the purer grows. 














CANTO XV. 4II 


life thus tranquil and thus beautiful 

>f citizens, and into fellowship 

io true, into a hostelry so sweet, 

ry brought me, invoked in birthpang cry ; 
\nd in your ancient Bapistry at once 
‘hristian and Cacciaguida I became. 

ironto was my brother and Eliseo ; 

{y wife from Val di Pado came to me; 

‘rom her didst thou receive thine own surname. 
en in the Emperor Conrad’s train I marched, 
Vho girt me as a knight of chivalry, 

»o had I pleased him by my valiant deeds. 
)lllowed him against the infamy 

)f that decree, which by the Shepherd’s sin 
iets a usurping people in your rights. 

ere was I by that shameful race of men 

‘rom the deceptions of the world set free, 

“he love of which debaseth many a soul, 

d came from martyrdom unto this peace.” 





CANTO XVI. 433 


Vorthy within it of the highest seats.” 
‘AC the breathing of the wind a brand 
REV i ves in flame, so saw I then that Light 
© brighter shine at my caressing words. 
um“ as before mine eyes it fairer grew, 
So in a voice still gentler and more sweet, 
But not in dialect of modern use, 
He Said: “From day when Ave first was heard, 
© birthday, when my mother, now a Saint, 
Fi f me was lightened, with whom she was great, 
‘ve hundred times, fifty and thirty more, 
his fiery Star had to its Lion come, 
Its flame once more to kindle ’neath his paw. 
My ancestors and I were all born there, 
Where enters first upon the last town’s-ward 
Who ever races in your annual games. 
uffice it of my elders now so much: 
Who first they were, and whence they thither came 
Is better left in silence than discussed. 
All those, who in that day could carry arms 
Between Mars’ statue and the Baptist’ry 
Were but a fifth of those who live there now. 
But our free citizens, with Campi since, 
Certaldo and Fighine intermixed, 
Were thoroughbred to humblest artizan. 
Far better, if as neighbours they had stayed, 
The folk I speak of, with the bound’ ry line 
At Trespiano and Galluzzo fixed, 
‘Than to have them inside, and bear the stench 
Of the Aguglion boor, or him that brings 
Keen eyes from Signa, set on jobbery. 
If but the clan, degenerate most of all, 
Had not to Cesar a mere stepdame been, 
But as a mother kindly to her son, 





CANTO XVI. 415 


With a new perfidy in weight so gross, 
Soon will be the foundering of the ship, 
n Ravignani dwelt, from whom there sprang 
he County Guy, and all who from the proud 
n, “Lincione after took their name. 
Me della Pressa knew already how 
r ‘Ta Ought to rule, and Galigaio had 
' = golden hilt and pummel in his house. 
7€CE was the Column with the ermine pale, 
IL Chi, Sacchetti, Fifanti, Galli, 
; @ ci, and the house the bushel shames. 
STOock, from which the Calfucci first sprang, 
“IR then was great; e’en then to curule chairs 
fre Arrigucci and the Sizii drawn. 
That were those I saw, but now undone 
j Their own pride! Oh! how the golden balls 
A<Le Florence flourish in her grand exploits. 
© vere the deeds of men, whose sons to-day, 
9°©On as the throne is vacant in your Church, 
Arong the consistory and batten there. 
the breed of insolence, which dragon-like 
Yastens on him that flies, but let one show 
Tooth or e’en purse, ’tis gentle as a lamb, 
Was rising up, but of such humbler sort, 
That Ubertin Donato brook’d it ill, 
When his wife’s father made him kin with them. 
Down to the Market from Fiesolé 
E’en now had Caponsacco come; Giuda 
And Infangato now good burghers held. 
A thing incredible, but true, I tell: 
Into the little circuit by a gate 
Named from the della Pera folk came in. 
Each on whose shield is borne the fair device 
Of the great Baron, whose repute and fame 

















CANTO XVII. 421 


For if this voice of thine shall nauseous be 
At the first taste; a vital nutriment 
*T will later leave, when once digested well. 
This cry of thine will work, as doth the wind, 
That beats the hardest on the highest points: 
And no small sign of honour will this be. 
Therefore have been amid the circles here, 
Up on the Mount, and in the dismal vale, 
Souls only shown thee, that were known to fame; 
For in his heart the hearer finds no rest, 
Nor faith confirmed by instance that is based 
On root unknown, and hidden out of view, 
Nor by such reas’ning as lacks evidence.” 














426 PARADISO. 


But now ’tis waged by seizing here and there 
The bread a pitying Father bars to none. 
But thou, who writest only to cancel, 
Call to thy mind that Peter lives and Paul, 
Who, for the vine thou rootest up, once died. 
Well can’st thou say; ‘So fixed my longing is 
On him, who chose the solitary’s life, 
And for a dancer’s sake was led to death, 
That nought I know of Fisherman or Paul.” 


CANTO XIX. 427 


CANTO XIX. 


Sixth Heaven of Jove—Princes Wise and Just—The Eagle 
speaks. Necessity of Faith—Divine Justice Inscrutable— 
Faith and Works. 


The fair presentment, which those spirits made, 
As in their garland groups they sweetly joyed. 
Each like a little ruby seemed, whereon | 
A sunbeam burned with so intense ajfire 
That back from each it flashed upon my eyes. 
And what it now behoves me to pourtray, 
No voice e’er told, nor ever ink did write, 
Nor force of fancy in its range e’er catch. 
For I did see the beak in act of speech, 
And heard a voice in sound say “I” and “ My,” 
Which as in thought conceived said ‘ We” and “ Our.’ 
And it began: “In that I was both just 
And dutiful, am I exalted here 
To glory, which no longing e’er surpassed ; 
And left on earth remembrance of me such 
That even ill disposéd men below 
Commend it, though they let its record pass.” 
As out of many brands one single heat 
Makes itself felt, so from the many loves 
Within that image issued that one voice; 
And straightway I: ‘O ye perpetual flowers 
Of the eternal Joy, who to my sense 
Make all your perfumes seem as only one; 
With breathèd words dispense this tedious fast, 
Wherein long time have I been famishing, 


Brea me on extended wings was seen 





CANTO XIX. 


Which though ashore the bottom it discerns, 
In the mid ocean sees it not, and yet 
°"Tis there, though buried in profundity. 

Light there is none, save coming from that Calm 
Which never is perturbed; nay, darkness ’tis, 
The shadow or the poison of the flesh, 

But duly open now the hiding place, 

Where Living Justice was from thee conceal’d, 
Whereof so many questions thou hast put. 

Thou said’st: “‘A man is born upon the banks 
Of Indus, where is none who telleth him of Christ, 
Nor any who of Him doth read or write; 

His every wish and all his actions are 
Good, far as human judgment can discern, 
Faultless alike in practice and in word; 

But unbaptized he dies, without the Faith : 
Where is the Justice that condemneth him? 
Wherein his sin, if he do not believe ? ” 

But who art thou that on the bench would’st sit, 
And, at the distance of a thousand miles, 
Judge with short sight that reacheth but a span? 

Certes, to one who subtilities would weave 
With me, if over you were Scripture not 


Outspread, for doubting there’d be wondrous room. 


O creatures of brute earth, O carnal minds! 
The Primal Will, which in Itself is good, 
From Self, the Chiefest Good, hath never moved. 
That which with It accords, alone is just ; 
The goodness of no creature draws It forth, 
But rather by Its Ray is this evoked.” 
As wheels the stork in circles overhead 
Above her nest, when she hath fed her brood, 
And each well satisfied looks up at her, 
E’en so like her, (and so I raised my brow) 
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CANTO XIX. 433 


Their opposites in number marked by I. 
Acnd seen as well the greed and cowardice 

Of him, the guardian of the Isle of Fire, 

Where his protracted life Anchises closed; 
And to express how pitiful he is, 

Contracted letters shall sufficient be, 

Much to record in the brief chronicle. 
And to all men the foul deeds shall appear 

Of uncle and of brother, who defamed 

A noble lineage, and two crowns disgraced. 
And he of Portugal, Norway as well, 

Shall there be known; the man of Rascia too, 

Who in ill hour saw Venetia’s coin. 
O happy Hungary, if no longer left 

To evil rule! and happy too Navarre, 

If self protected by her girdling hills! 
And everyone should hold in pledge of this, 

That Nicosia how and Famagosta 

Bewail and curse the rule of a wild beast, 
That from the others’ side departeth not. 

















CANTO XXI. 437 


CANTO XXI. 


The Heaven of Saturn—Spirits of Contemplation—Ascent 
into the Seventh Heaven—The Celestial Stair— Pier 


Damiano—Luxury of Prelates Denounced. 


INE eyes were fixed already once again 
BR Upon my Lady's face, my soul with them 
From all attention else wholly withdrawn; 

And she smiled not, but: “ If I were to smile,” 

So she began, ‘ None other would’st thou be, 

Than Semele, when she to ashes turned. 
Because my beauty, as it mounts the stair 

Of the Eternal Palace, brighter burns, 

As thou hast seen, the higher the ascent, 
And if not tempered, in such splendour glows, 

That in its flash thy mortal faculties 

Would shattered be, as branch by thunderbolt. 
We to the seventh glory have been raised, 

Which underneath the fiery Lion’s breast, 

Mingled with his, now shoots its virtue down. 
Fix now thy mind in sequence of thine eyes, 

And of them make thee mirrors for the form 

Which in this mirror will appear to thee.” 
Whoso could know the feast of vision I 

Found in the sight of that blest countenance, 

Would, as I turned me to another care, 
Know well the happiness it was to me 

To yield obedience to my heavenly guide, 

One side against the other balanced thus. 
Within the crystal, which, as it revolves 

Around the world, bears its bright leader’s name, 
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CANTO XXI. 441 


The food sufficient any shelter gave. 
A beadle now on each side must support 
Our shepherds of to-day; one leads in front, 
And one, so burly they, supports behind. 
Their flowing robes cover their palfreys’ backs, 
So move they on, two beasts beneath one hide. 
O Patience, that all this must tolerate! 
I saw at these words fires more numerous 
From step to step descend and whirl around, 
And at each whirl still fairer shone they forth. 
About him these collecting halted there, 
And raised a shout sonorous and so loud, 
That no similitude could here be found: 
Stunned by its thunder, I its purport missed. 


5k 











CANTO XXII. 445 


And sea retreating at the Will of God 

Were wonders greater than a rescue here.” 
So spake he; then his company he joined ; 

His comrades gathered close to him around, 

And like a whirlwind swept they all aloft. 
My Lady dear by force of sign alone 

Up by that stair thrust me to follow them, 

My nature by her virtue thus o’erruled. 
And ne’er below by natural rise or fall, 

Was a velocity of motion known 

That with the motion of my wing could vie. 
Reader! as I may yet return to that 

Triumphant holiness, for which ofttimes 

I mourn my sins, and smite upon my breast, 
Not with such speed hadst thou thy finger placed 

In flame and snatched it back, as I beheld 

The sign that follows Taurus, —and went in. 
O Glorious Stars, O Constellation big 

With mighty virtue, whence I recognize 

All genius of my own, be’t what it may, 
With you was dawning and with you did set 

He, who is Father of all mortal life, 

What time I first drew breath from Tuscan air. 
And then, when came largess of grace to me 

To enter the high sphere, wherein ye wheel, 

Your region was allotted unto me. 
To you in sighs of aspiration now 

Turneth my soul for virtue to achieve 

The arduous Strait, that draws it to itself. 
“’Thou art so near Salvation’s final goal,” 

So Beatrice began, ‘‘ that here thou wilt 

A vision need, clear and acute withal. 
And therefore, ere thou enter farther in, 

Look down, and see how vast an universe 

















CANTO XXIII. _ 451 


Oh! the abundance of the harvest here 
Pressed down in those rich coffers, which on earth 
Had been in seed time worthy husbandmen |! 

Here life and joy are in the treasure found, 
Which was their gain, when, mourning exiles once 
In Babylon, they left its gold untouched. 

Here in his triumph ’neath th’ Exalted Son 
Of God and Mary in His victory, 
Amid the councils old and new alike, 

Sits he who of this Glory holds the keys. 





























CANTO XXxv. 461 


And this unto your world shall you report.” 
At these words halted then the whirling groups 
Of flame, and therewith ceased the melody 
Formed in the concert of the triple breath. 

As when, fatigue or danger to avoid, 
The oars that whilom through the water clave, 
Halt easy all upon the whistle’s sound. 
Ah! the commotion of my mind how great, 
When as I turned to look on Beatrice, 
I could not see her, though I was the while 
Close by her side, and in the Happy World. 


























CANTO XXVII. 471 


In little children only can we find 
True faith and innocence; and by and by 
Will each take flight, ere down on chin appears; 
One, who still lisping, had begun to fast, 
His tongue now loosened, later on devours 
Food of all kind, regardless of the moon; 
Another, lisping too, loves and obeys 
The mother, whom, his speech now fully formed, 
He longs soon after in her grave to see. 
Thus from the whiteness of its first aspect 
The skin turns black of the fair child of Him 
Who ushers in the morn, and leaves us night. 
And that this may no wonder stir in thee, 
Think how on earth there’s none to govern now, 
And so the human race goeth astray. 
But ere from winter January shall slip 
By the neglected hundredth down below, 
These spheres above will with a roar proclaim 
The good time come, long waited for, that shall 
Whirl round the poops to where now point the prows, 
So that the fleet shall run its course ahead, 
And true fruit follow as the blossom dies. 





CANTO XXVIII. 


So rapidly revolved, it had outstripped 
Whatever motion swiftest girds the world; 

And by another this was compassed round, 
This by a third, the third again by fourth, 
By fifth the fourth, and by a sixth the fifth. 

Beyond ensued the seventh, so far outspread 
In breadth of scope, that Juno’s messenger 
Had been too narrow to embrace its span. 

Likewise the eighth and ninth; and each of them 
More slowly moved, according as each was 
In number farther distant from the One. 

And of them all that gave the clearest light, 
Which from the pure spark was the least removed, 
Because I trow, plunged deepest in its Truth. 

My Lady, who observed the anxious strain 
Of my suspense, said then: ‘ From yonder point 
Hangs heaven itself and nature aggregate. 

Note well the ring that nearest It adjoins, 

And know that it its rapid motion finds 
In th’ ardent fire of Love that speeds it on.” 

And I: ‘‘ Were the whole world in order thus 
Disposed, as here I see among these wheels, 
Arrangement such would leave me satisfied. 

But in the world of sense we all can see 
The orbs are of diviner excellence, 

As from the centre farther they recede. 

Wherefore if rightly wish of mine be met, 

Here in this Angel-shrine most wonderful, 
Which knows no confines but of light and love, 

I fain would know why the examplc there 
In mode agrees not with the exemplar here, 
For upon this I meditate in vain.” 

“If thy own fingers to untie this knot 
All insufficient be, no marvel ’tis; 
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And downward so prevail, that unto God 

Themselves attracted, they all else attract. 
And Dionysius once with fervent will 

To contemplate these orders so applied, 

That he arranged and named them, as have I. 
Other division Gregory after made; 

But such, that soon as opened were his eyes 

Within this heaven, at himself he laughed. 
And if the secret of such Truth by man 

On earth was published, marvel not, for he 

Who taught him this, himself had seen it here, 
And of these circles much more truth beside. 
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CANTO XXIX. 


Ninth Heaven of Crystal—Angel Harmonies— Theory of 
Angels—Sermon against Foolish Preachers. 


HEN the two children of Latona both, 
One by the Ram o’erhung, one by the Scales, 
In the horizon find a common zone, 
Brief as the moment, while the Zenith holds 
Them both in equipoise, till from that belt 
They change their hemisphere and balance shift, 
So long the space, her features bright with smiles, 
That Beatrice in silence paused, her gaze 
Fixed on the Point, which me had overcome. 
Then she began: ‘I tell, I do not ask, 
What thou wouldst hear, for There I’ve seen it all, 
Where each zz and every quando meet. 
Not for increase of Good unto Himself, 
That could not be, but that His Splendour might, 
Reflected upon me, declare ‘I live,” 
In his Eternity outside of time, 
Outside all limit else, as pleaséd Him, 
Into new Loves Eternal Love spread forth. 
Not that before did He in torpor lie; 
For not afore or after did proceed 
The going forth of God o’er these waters. 
Essence and matter, simple or combined, 
Issued in act, complete without a flaw, 
As arrows three from bow of triple strings: 
And as on amber, crystal or on glass 
A ray so shines, that ’tween its first contact 
And full diffusion interval is none, 
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“The nature here in number multiplies 
So high, that never was there form or speech, 
Or thought in men that could its sum attain. 
N xd if thou look at that which is revealed 
By Daniel, in his thousands thou wilt see, 
That a determined number there lies hid. 
Whe Primal Light, which shines upon all these, 
By them in modes as many is received, 
As are the splendours, wherewith It unites ; 
«nd thence, just as upon conceptive act 
Affection follows, so in modes diverse, 
Fervid or cooler, doth Love’s sweetness glow. 
See now th’ exceeding height, and see the breadth 
Of the Eternal Worth, which mirrors made 
So many, wherein ’tis distributed, 
Remaining as before One in Itself.” 
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CANTO XXX. 


The Empyrean—God—The Angels and the Saints. 
Ascent to the Empyrean. The River of Light—The Ros 
of the Blessed— The Throne of Henry the Seventh. 


-NERCHANCE six thousand miles away noontide 

P Is blazing, and this world e’en now inclines 

Its shadow almost to the level plane, 

When the mid vault of heaven, profound above, 
Riseth so high that here and there a star 
Is lost to vision at our depth below ; 

And as the brightest handmaid of the sun 
The nearer comes, the sky shuts out from view 
Lights in succession, till the fairest pales; 

Not otherwise that Triumph, which disports 
Itself around the Point that o’erwhelmed me, 
Seeming contained in what Itself contains, 

Little by little faded from my sight, 

Whereat the blank and love’s own impulse then 
Constrained mine eyes to turn to Beatrice. 

If all that thus far hath been said of her, 

Were now compressed into one eulogy, 
"Twould serve but little for the present turn. 

The beauty I beheld so far transcends 
All measure known to us, that sure I am 
Only her Maker can enjoy it all. 

Vanquished at this point I confess myself, 
More than himself o’er master’d by his theme 
Tragic or Comic Poet ever found. 

For as the sun dazzles unsteady sight, 
So the remembrance of her gracious smile 
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Fixed on one Point its look and all its love. 

O Threefold Light, that in one single Star 
Shining upon their sight contentest them, 
Cast Thy bright beams upon our storms below. 

If e’er barbarians coming from the land 
Which Helicè day after day o’erhangs, 
Revolving ever with her darling son, 

At sight of Rome and all her mighty works, 
Paused in amazement, as the Lateran 
Rose towering ’bove all other things of men; 

I, who from human things to things divine 
Had come, into Eternity from time, 

Ay, from Firenze to men Just and Wise, 

With what amazement must I have been filled! 
Certes, between it and the joy I felt, 

I had no mind to hear, and self was dumb. 

And as a pilgrim finds himself refreshed, 
While he surveys the temple of his vow, 

And hopes e’en now to tell how fair it stood, 

So traversing the line of living Light, 

I ran my eye along the tiers of steps, 
Now up, now down, now making the whole round. 

Faces I saw persuasive to dear love, 

Graced with Another’s light, and their own smile, 
Each movement with all dignity adorned 

The form in general of Paradise 
My survey now had fully taken in, 

Sight not yet fixed on any special point ; 

And to my Lady I turned round with wish 
Re-kindled to inquire froin her of things 
Whereon my mind was hanging in suspense. 

One thing I sought; another took its place. 

’T was Beatrice I thought to see, and saw 
An old man clothed in glory like the Saints. 
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Tur :ourney to its goal,” such were his words, 

+ For which a toly love and praver sent me, 
(eer chis rarden cast a ffving glance; 

In seeing :t thy sight will fitter grow 

T5 mount still higher o’er the ray Divine. 

Add 2eaven's own Queen, from whom proceeds the love, 
Tuat buras in me, will pour all grace on us, 
For [ am Bernard. her own faithful son.” 

As one. who from Croatia, it may be, 

Our ba lcm comes to contemplate, 
Not satisfied to hear the ancient tale, 

Sars in ics thought. while ‘tts to view exposed, 

- My Lord. Christ Jesus, Very God indeed, 
And is :t thus Thy Semblance once appeared ?” 

Such was myself, as on the living love 
I gazed of him. who in this world below 
In contemplation found the peace of that. 

‘*O son of Grace, this glad estate of ours” 

So he began: ** will ne’er be known to thee 
Iz thine eves tarry only at its base. 

But mark these circles to their farthest range, 
Till seated on her throne thou see the Queen, 
To whom this realm devout subjection makes.” 

I raised mine eves: and as in early morn 
We see the horizon on the eastern side 
Outshining that whereon the sun declines, 

So. as from vale rising to mountain top, 

With eyes uplift, I saw a part far off 
Surpass in brightness all the rest in front. 

And as where we await the Car, so ill 
By Phaeton steered, a fiery redness glows, 
While to the right and left light shows more faint, 

So in the centre did that Oriflamme 
Beam forth in peaceful glow, and on each side 
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In equal measure was the light more faint. 
And at that centre with their wings outspread 
Thousands of Angels jubilant I saw, 
In splendour and in motion each distinct. 
There at those sportive motions and those songs 
A smile of beauty I beheld, which was 
In eyes of all the other Saints their joy. 
And if of words I had as great a wealth 
As of imagining, I would not dare 
Attempt the least part of her delightsomeness. 
When Bernard saw mine eyes intent and fixed 
On Her, Whose glow fired his own glowing warmth, 
His too he turned to her so lovingly 
That mine in fonder yearning gazed again. 
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Them, whose eyes turned to Christ, when He had come. 

And as on this side the most glorious throne 
Of Heaven’s high Queen, and all the other stools 
Beneath her feet, a grand division form, 

So opposite stands that of the great John, 

Who always Saint, endured the wilderness, 
And martyrdom, and then two years in hell; 

And below him, placed in dividing line 
Augustine, Benedict and Francis sit, 

With others down to here round after round. 

Now mark the depth of Providence Divine; 
‘That one and other aspect of the Faith 
Shall in equality this garden fill; 

And know that lower than the halfway step 
Which strikes across the separating lines, 
None are there placed by merit of their own, 

But by Another’s on conditions fixed. 

For these are spirits that were all released, 
Ere they had made the true choice for themselves. 

This by their faces thou canst well discern, 

No less than by their tones of childish voice, 
If well thou look and listen to them well. 

Thou doubtest still, and doubting, silent art: 
But I will loose for thee these knotted bonds, 
Wherein thy subtle searchings hold thee fast. 

Within the amplitude of this wide realm 
No casual point can ever have a place, 

No more than sorrow, thirst or hunger can: 

For by Eternal Law, whate’er thou seest, 
Establish’d is, so that precisely here, 

As ring to finger all things correspond. 

Wherefore the little folk, thus hurried off 
To true life, are zon sine causd here; 

Among themselves more and less excellent. 
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‘That once was purchased by the Spear and Nails, 

Sits by his side: and by the other rests 
The leader, under whom the thankless race, 
Fickle, backsliding, was with Manna fed. 

To Peter opposite see Anna sits, 

Content to gaze upon her Child, from whom 
Her eyes ne’er move, to join th’ Hosanna shout. 

Aud opposite the father of us all 
Lucia sits, who did thy Lady move, 

When to thy'ruin thou hadst stooped thy brow. 

But time allotted to this trance runs on; 

Here will we pause, as the shrewd tailor doth, 
Who cuts the coat according to his cloth ; 

And turn our eyes direct to Primal Love ; 

So gazing toward Him, thou may’st penetrate, 
Far as allowed, the Splendour of His Light. 

But yet lest backward thou perchance should’st fall, 
While on thine own wings thinking to advance, 
Need ’tis by prayer thou win the help of Grace; 

Of Grace from her, who able is to aid: 

With due intention then now follow me, 
That from my words thy heart turn not aside.” 

And he thereon began this holy prayer. 
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CANTO XXXIII. 


The Empyrean—God—The Angels and the Blest—The 
Holy Prayer—S. Mary's Intercession—The Vision of God— 
The Last Ascent. 


Lowly and loftier than all creature else, 
Appointed Term of Purposes Divine, 

Thyself it is, that human nature hast 
Ennobled so, that its Creator e’en 
Disdainèd not its creature to become. 

Within thy womb the fire of love revived, 

By warmth whereof, here in Eternal Peace 
This flower hath grown, expanding thus in bloom. 

Here art thou unto us the noontide torch 
Of Charity ; to mortals down below 
A living Fountain of perennial Hope. 

Lady, so great art Thou, Thy might so great, 
That who would grace desire, and not to Thee 
Refer his wish, would fly without a wing. 

Thine own benignity brings succour, not 
To him alone that asks, but oftentimes 
Doth liberally the prayer anticipate. 

In Thee are clemency and pity found; 

In Thee munificence; in Thee combines 
Whate’er in creature can be found of good. 

Now he, who from the lowest pit of all 
The Universe up to this point hath seen 
All forms of spiritual life in turn, 

To Thee entreaty makes, of grace, for strength 
So great, that higher yet he may towards 


'G VIRGIN Mother, Daughter of thy Son, 
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In measure by mine eyes that traced its orb, 

Within Itself, of Its own proper hue 
Seemed to depict an image of our form, 

So that on It mine eye was rivetted. 

As the geometer, who sets himself 
To square the circle, finding not the means, 
Broods on the principle he fails to reach, 

Such was I then at this new spectacle: 

I fain would see by what means did agree 
Image with circle, and how set therein. 

But for such flight were mine no proper wings, 
Had it not been that on my mind there smote 
A flash that with it brought the thing desired. 

For such high Phantasy my powers fell short; 
But wish and will for me already, like 
A wheel that rolls in even motion on, 

That Love impell’d, that moves the sun and stars. 





